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A GRAND LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY THAT GOES WITH A BANG! 
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
Unfit for Human Consumption ! 


‘B OB, old chap |” 


Bob Cherry was standing at 
the cupboard in his study— 
No. 13 in tho Remove—and 










That rule, in point of fact, was 
more honoured in the breach than tho 
observance! In spite of the rule, and 
the rigidity thereof, thoughtless fellows 
often did bring in fireworks, two or 
three days before the Fifth, and park 
them in their studies—as Bob had just 








placing a small parcel therein, when done. ‘ 
tho'dulest tones of Billy Bunter fell on _ “Moan to sa; Quelch saw me coming 
his ears. in?” exclaime 

“THallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob glanced “Eh! Yes! No! I mean, you're 


round. 

Billy Bunter’s ample form almost 
filled tho study doorway. His little 
round eyes, behind his big round 
spectacles, were fixed on the parcel 
had laid ‘in the study cupboard. 

It was tea-time, and the November 
dusk was thick in the quadrangle of 
Groyfriars, a damp mist, blurring. all 
windows. "But inside Study No. 13 all 
was bright and cheery. A glowing fire 
burned ruddily in tho grate, the table 
was set for tea, and the kettle sang 
morrily. 

“Quelch wants you, old chap!” said 
Bunter. 

“Oh, my het!” ejaculated Bob, in 
dismay. 

Bob had reason to be dismayed. The 
parcel he had just brought in, contained 
a bundle of crackers ! 

On the great and glorious Fifth of 
November tho Groyfriars fellows were 
allowed to spread themselves to any 
extent with crackers, squibs, roman 
candles, all sorts and conditions of 
firoworks. : 

But it was a rigid rule that fireworks 
should not be kept in the studies. There 
was a possibility of dangerous accidents 
—<which the juniors were prepared to 
disregard, and which the masters were 


not! 
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to go to his study,” said Bunter. 

“Well, if he’s in his study he can't 
have spotted me,” said Bob, “It’s too 
jolly thick in the quad for him to spot 
me_from his window.” 


Comforted by that reflection, and by ¢; 


the further reflection that even Mr. 
Quelch’s gimlet eyes could not have 
penetrated thick brown-paper wrap- 
ping; even had they fallen on tho 
parcel, Cherry walked out of tho 
study, and went down the Remove 
staircase. 

Billy Bunter watched him, with a 
fat grin, till he disappeared, and then 


tolled the study. 
1” chuckled Bunter. 


Ce 





i 
“He, he, he 
He almost jumped to the study cup- 

board. 

Whether Mr. Quelch had seen Bob 

Cherry come into the Houso with that 
arcel or not, Bunter had! If Quelch 
ad seen it, it might have crossed his 

mind that it contained fireworks. But 

it did not cross Bunter’s. Billy Bunter 
was not thinking of fireworks. He was 
not likely to think of such things at tea- 


time. Fireworks were not edible! 
Bunter had even forgotten the great 
date that was near at hand; he did not 


even please to remember tho Fifth of 
November, the gunpowder treason and 
plot! Such things were trifles light as 
air to Bunter at tea-time, when he had 
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had only one tea so far! In Billy, 
Bunter’s fat mind thero was no, doubt 
that Bob had brought in something for 
tea. What elso could any sane fellow 
bo bringing into his study at toa-timo? 
And Bunter's fat hands were already on 
the brown-papor parcel when there was 

footstep in tho doorway, and Mark 
Linloy camo in. 

“Oh lor’ !” gasped Bunter. 
He spun round from the study cup- 
board. 

Mark gave him a suspicious look. 
“What are you up to here, Bunter?” 
ho asked. 


1 Oy really, Linley! I suppote, Bob 
Cherry can ask a fellow to tea if ho 
likes,” said Bunter. “I—I'm waiting 
for him now. Did—did Wharton give 
you that message from Quelch ?” 

No; I haven't seen Wharton ” 
He's looking for you. I hoard 
Quelch tell him to ask you to como to 
his study,” said Buntor airily. Per- 
haps he ain't going to give you the mos- 
sage, though; he's got his back up with 
you ‘since Quelch mado you boy 
in his place! Ho, ho, ho! 

“Oh, rats!” grunted Mark, and he 
left the study rather hurriedly. 

Tt was quite on tho cards that Harry 
Wharton had failed to deliver a mes- 


head 


sage given him, by his Form, masters 
Wharton seemed to bo perpetually on 
the hunt for trouble these days. Mark, 
willing to save him from trouble if he 
could, lost no time in repairing to Mr. 


Quelch’s study. 


“Beast !” murmured Bunte 


He waited anxiously till Mark 
Linley’s footsteps had diod away down 
the Remove passage. Then he turned 
to the cupboard again. But he had 
waited a little too long. There was 
another footstep, and the dusky, smiling 
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faco of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the 
Nabob of Bhanipur, appeared in. the 
doorway. ‘The junior from India's 
coral strand stared at Bunter as he 
came in. 

“My esteemed fat Bunter—” he 
began. 

Bunter roso to the situation. It really 
scemed as if every beast in the Remove 
was dotermined to butt into that study 
before the fat Owl could get at the 
contents of Bob's parcel. Presence of 
mind was not Bunter’s long suit, but on 
this occasion he displayed wonderful 
presence of mind. 

“Oh, here you are, Inky!” ho ex- 
claimed. “I camo here to tell youl 
Quelch wants you in his study.” 

“Bless and blow the esteemed 
Quelch 1” said Hurree Jamsct Ram 
Singh; but he stepped out of tho study 
again, and went down tho passage. 

‘Bunter gasped with rolief. 

‘Lhreo fellows who belonged to that 
study had como and gone, and the Owl 
of the Remove hoped that ho had a clear 
ficld now. Little Wun Lung, who also 
belonged to Study No. 13, was teainy 
along tho passage, as Bunter know, an 
was not likely to butt in. Bunter turned 
to tho cupboard again. : 

But it nover rains but it pours. His 
fat fingors were on the string that tied 
tho parcel when two fellows came in 
togeth and = Frat 














you. I—I thought you'd teaing with 
old, Quelch’ wants you in his 
study,” 
“What the thump for?” grunted 
Johnny 


“Ho didn’t say what for!” answered 
Bunter, an answor that was, for once, 
perfectly true. Quelch certainly hadn't 
said’ what ho wanted tho juniors for, as 
he. had not said that he wanted them at 
all! 

“Better go,” said Frank, and tho two 
juniors walked out. 

Bunter glared after thom. By this 
timo ho had dispatched no fewer than 
fivo Remove fellows to the study of their 
orm master, who had not sent for any 
of them, 

Truth and Bunter had long been 
Pampa ating 4 would not have known 
ono another had they met! It was 
rathor a risky proceetling to send fellows 
to their Form master for nothing; but 
the matter was pressing. Bunter had 
to be left alone in Study No. 13 to deal 
with tho parcol. 

Every one of those five fellows was 
certain to kick Bunter hard when ho 
Jcarned that he had been spoofed. 
Bunter was not unused to kicking; but 
this was rathor a largo order, and he 
did not like the prospect. Still, a parcel 
of tuck was worth it when ho was foar- 
fully hungry. 

Hoping from tho bottom of his fat 
heart that no more beasts would butt 
in, Buntor untied the string of the 
parcel. No more beasts butted in; ho 
was loft to it. 

Hastily ho unwrapped the wrapping 
paper. Within was a smaller bundle in 
tissue paper. Bunter grunted discon- 
tentedly. ‘There did not seem much here 
to reward him for so many kickings in 
prospect! Still, such as it was, there it 
was, and ho unwrapped the tissuo papor 
hopofully. 

‘hen— Then, as the post obsorves, 
a change came o'er the spirit of his 
dream! Tt was not tuck! It was a 
bundle of crackers! Bunter had the 


appetite of an ostrich—a not-too-par- 

ticular ostrich! But even Bunter could 

not eat paper, fuso, and gunpowder! 
fu as he was, he really couldn't! 

“Oh crikey !” groaned Bunter. 

Red wrath gathered in his fat face. 
It was for this—a bundle of orackers 
that even an ostrich would havo ro 
jected as dict—that he had booked him- 
self for five absolutely certain kiokings, 
one of them from the fellow with the 
big: rest feet in the Remove ! 

Beast!” gasped Bunter. “Rotter! 
Brato! Sweep! Tick! Fireworks! The 
silly ass! The blithering dummy! 
Crackers! Yah!” 

And, in a gust of wrath. Billy Bunter 
hurled the bundle of crackers with a 
crash across the study. 

Crash! 

oon my hat!” ejaculated Buntor. 
“Ohr? 

It was rather reckless to hurl a bundle 
of crackers across a room with a blazing 
fire in it without looking where it was 
going to land. 

Tt landed in the fire—right in! 

Bunter jumpod. 

Bunter was not a bright youth, But 
ho knew what the result was likely to 
bo when a fellow dropped fireworks into 
a Gre, He made a rush towards the 
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grate to hook out the package before 
it was too lato. 

But it was too late already! 

Bang! 

Bunter jumped back, 

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, 
bang, bang, bang! ANG! Tho 
Sendle of eeaikerw were going off all at 
once, with a roar like machine-guns in 
sotion. 

“Oh crikey!” spluttered Bunter. 

He jumped out of the study and 
rolled away. That terrific explosion 
was audible all over the House, and 
Bunter knew that it would be followed 
by trouble for somebody. He had a 
natural disinclination to be on the spot 
whon the trouble accrued. He rolled 
out of Study No. 13, and a volume of 
smoke and a strong scent of gunpowder 
roiled after him, to the accompaniment 
of bang, bang,’ bang, bang, bang !— 
from the last of the crackers, 





THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Startling ! 


“ 'HARTON |" 

WY AE varton, canta 
of the Remove, was stand- 
ing in the presence: of his 

Form master. His manner was more or 
less respectful; but there was a glimmer 
in his eyes, half of mockery, half of 
defiance. Why Quelch had sent for him 
he did not know, but he cared little. 
Ho was used to being sent for to his 





Form master’s study this term. Quelch 
had a “down” on him and never lost 
a chance. The rebel of the Remove 
told himself that it did not matter what 
his offence was this time, Quelch would 
find some offence or other, anyhow. 

“TI have sent for you, Wharton- 

“Yos, sir,” said Harry, “What is it 
now?” 

Be stressed the last word in a tono 
that made the Remove imaster’s eyes 
glint, 

“You are well aware, Wharton, that 
although celebrations are allowed on tho 
anniversary of Guy Fawkes’ Day, no 
Lower boy is allowed to bring fireworks 
into the school until the actual day.” 

es, sir.” 

“Such articles are dangerous,” said 
Mr. Queloh. “A fire was onco ‘caused 
by an explosion of firoworks in a study. 
Tho rule is very strict, Yet I am in- 
formed a ee have fireworks in your 
possession. A profect of the Sixth Korm 
has reported as much to me,” 

Wharton’s lip curled. Ho did not 
need to inquiro the profect’s namo, His 
old enemy, Loder of the Sixth, had 











evidently "had an eye “on him’ and 
officiously reported him to his Form 
master, ” Any other profeet, Lika 
Wingato or Gwynno, would havo dealt 


with tho trifling matter personally with- 
out bothering a master. 

“1 did not know that Loder was 
watching mo, sir, when I showed my 
equib to a fellow,” ho said. 

“Tho namo of the prefect is quito im. 
material,” said Mr. Quolch, biting his 
lip, however. “Lay your firoworks on 
the table.” 

Wharton drew a squib from his pocket 
and laid it on the table. It was 
probable that fifty other juniors had 
some such article in their possession, but 
the dutiful Loder had not troubled his 
head about them. Gorald Loder was 
tot a whale on duty, as a rule, but ho 
could be very dutiful indeed in’ dealing 
with a follow he disliked. 

“Is that all you have, Wharton?” 

“That is all, iy 

“Tf you hav 
your study—” 

“T have said that that is all, sir!” 

Harry Wharton vory distinctly. 

“You must not answer mo in that 
tone, Wharton. I regret to say that I 
cannot wholly roly upon, your word.” 
said Mr. Quelch coldly.“ Howover, the 
matter may rest where it is. ‘This firo- 
work will bo confiscated, and you will 
take a hundred lines. And——* 

Tap! There was a knock at the study 
door, and it oponed. The ruddy faco 
and mop of flaxon hair belonging to 
Robert Cherry of the Removo were 
revealed. Bob walked it 





any other fireworks in 








a, 





“Well, Chevry,” rapped Mr. Quelch 
rather sharply, “what is it?” 

Bob did not look at Wharton, Onco 
the firmest of frionds, they wero 
strangers now, af not focs, Trilling 
incidents had started the trouble, but it 
had gathored like» snowball ‘rolling 
downhill; and sinco the day when blows 
had been struck thoy had carefully 
ignored ono another. The Co. stood by 

job, and Wharton was left on his own, 
and’ did not—so far as appearances 
went, at loast—care. Bob Cherry fixed 
his eyes on Mr Queloh, and appeared 
to be ignorant of tho’ fact that tho 
captain of the Remove was in tho study 
at all, 

“You sent for mo, sir!” said Bob. 

“What? I havo’ no recollection of 
sending for you, Chorry!” said- Mr. 
Quelch crossly. “What do you mean?” 

“Eh? I was told you wanted mo in 
your study, sir!” said Bob, puzzled, “I 
came at once—almost at once.” 
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4 


“Nonsenget rapped Mr. Quelch. * 
certainly did not send for you. I——’ 






Tap! Tho door opened again and 
Mark Linley entered. Mr. Quelch 
turned from Bob to look at him 





uiniony, As head boy of _ the 
Remove, Mark might have had business 
in his Form master’s study. 

“Yes, Linley, what is it?” asked Mr. 
Quelch kindly. . 3 
You sent for me, sir,” said Mark. 

“What?” 

Wharton, as ho had not yet been told 
to go, remained where he was. Bob 
Cherry remained for the same reason. 
Mark glanced at them and looked back 
at Mr. Quelch, on whose face signs of 
wrath were gathering. This began to 
look like a rag to the Remove master. 

“I did not send for you, Linley! 
What—*” a 

Tap! Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh 
walked in. The dusky junior glanced in 
some surprise at tho three fellows 
already in the study. 

“Upon word!” exclaimed Mr. 
Quotch ‘estily, “What do you” want, 

‘urreo Singh ?” 

“You sent for me, esteomed sir,” 
answered the Nabob of Bhanipur. “I 
have arrivefully come with terrific 
promptitude,” % : 

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet. His 
brows were knitted. 

ote rie’, 
the expense of your 
demanded. 

Hurreo a Ram 

















form master?” he 





Singh's eyes 


x your 
with ludicrous quickness.” 





“7 gent you no message, Hurres 
Singh.” 

“Ob, my osteemed hat!” ojaculated 
the nabob. 


“You are the third boy to como to my 
atudy with a statement that I sent for 
you,” said Mr. Quelch in a rumbling 
voice, “And I can only say— Upon 
my word, what do you want, Bull? 

at do you want, Nugent?” 

Johnny Bull tapped at the door and 
entered with Frank Nugent. They had 
lost no time in getting to the study, It 
did not pay to beep Quelch | waiting 
when he sent for a fellow, and they were 

uite unaware that be had not sent for 

m. His question surprised thom, 

“You sent for me, sir!” said Johnny. 

“ What?” 

“You sont for mo, sir!” said Nugent. 

“Upon my word |") Mr, Quelch’s eyes 
glinted. He had no doubt now that it 
Was a rag. “I sent for none of you! 
T conclude that this is a foolish, thought- 
Jess, unseemly jest! I am surprised, I 
may say shocked, to see that my 
head boy is concerned in it.” 

Harry Wharton smiled sarcastically. 
For once, Quelch was not pleased with 
his new head boy, That sarcastic 
smilo caught Quelch’s eyo; fow things 
Race peed the gimlet eyo of Henry Samuel 
Quelch. It irritated him intensely. 

“Wharton, do you rogard this as a 
laughing matter?” he hooted. 

“Oh, no, sir!” answered Wharton 
meekly. “I am shocked, just as you 
are, sir, to see Linley mixed up in a 





rag. 

FBut it is not a rag, sir!” @ 
Mark Linley. “I was certainly told 
that you wanted me in your study, sir. 
T understood that you had told Wharton 
to tell me so, sir.” 

Mr. Quelch caught at that like a fish 
at bait! Only too willing was Quelch to 
turn the vials of wrath on the rebel of 
the Form. 

“1 think I understand!” he rapped. 
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exclaimed 


this intended as a jest—o jest ot the 


“Wharton, this is another cxample of 
your reckless and insubordinate conduct. 
You have deluded these boys into 
coming here with a false message from 





“Not at all, sir!” answered Harry. 
“I had no idea they wero ragging! I 
have not spoken to Linley to-day.” He 
paused a moment, and then added, with 
cool deliberation; “If he says that I 
told him to come hero he is lying!” 

Mark fushed crimson. 

_ “I shall certainly take Linley'’s word 
in preference to yours, Wharton!” 
snapped Mr Quelch. “ And——” 

“Wharton did not tell me, sir,” cut 
in Mark hurriedly. “I did not mean 
that, sir.” 

“What?” Switched off from Wharton, 
Mr. Quelch glared at his unfortunate 
head “boy. “What do you mean, 
Linley? That was what you said, or, at 
least, implied |” 

“T meant, sir, a fellow told me that 
you had told Wharton to tell me to 
come here,” stammered Mark. “As ho 
did not mention it to mo, 1 thought ho 
bad—had forgotten |” 

“Give me the name of— Bless my 
soull What—what—what— Goodnoss 
gracious! What—what—what——” 

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, 
beng! It was at this moment that the 
explosion happened in Study No. 13 in 
Remove. 

_The Remove quarters were at a con- 
siderable distance from Masters’ Studiet 
but the roar of a bundle of crackers all 
going off at once was heard over the 
whole House. Mr. Quelch jumped clear 
of the floor. The juniors started and 
exchanged glances, Bang, bang, bang, 
bang! rang merrily from’ the distance. 
The voice of Prout, master of the Fifth, 
was heard: 





“An explosion—fireworks—yes, fire- 
works in the House! In the Remove 
studies—tho noiso comes from. that 
direction. Really, this is — 
scandalous 1” 

Mr. Quelch’s eyo glittered at 
Wharton. 





“Wharton, you have told me that you 

















bad no other fireworks in your 
possession.”” : 

“That is truo, sir!” 
_ “T trust,” said Mr. Quelch in a grind- 
ing voico, “that it will prove to be trus ! 
That fearful explosion undoubte: 
camo from a Remove study We shall 
see! Follow at once |” 

“Certainly, sir!” 


Mr. Quelch whisked out of the study, 
and Wharton smiled as he followed him: 






tudy.. Wherevor that 
inated, it could not 
No. 1 in the 


and Mark Linley followod 
on. Mr. Quolch wont up the stairs at o 
speed quito creditable in a gentleman of 
his years, Plenty of fellows followed on. 
Hardly an ear in the Houso had failed 

that terrific 





to hear explosion of 


crackers. 


occurred in 
Such 
ing with 





Reinove Quelch saw a 
volume of smoke rolling from an open 
door much farthor up the passage. That 





Study No. 1: 
Remove fellows who had been at tea 


ded out into the age. 
ore hat ass bas’ been letting off 





THE MAGNET 
crackers here?” exclaimed Vernon- 
Smith. “It's Cherry's study—” 

“Here comes Quelch |” 

Tom Redwing. 

Quelch, with thunder in his brow, 
swept be He stopped at the open door- 
way of Study No. 13 and stared into the 
study. A final cracker in the grato, 
catching a epark, went of withie fone? 
The room reeked with the smell of gun- 
powder; smoke was thick inside, and 
streaming out of the doorway. Mr. 
Quelch caught it as he stared in, and his 
first remark was: 

“Urrrrgh! Groooogh! Yurrrrgggh 





murmured 





THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
The Vials of Wrath! 


RB. QUELCH coughed 
Mt 
Some of the fellows in the 
Passage grinned. 

But some looked serious—the fellows 
to whom that study belonged. Bob 
Cherry was quite dismayed. 

He knew what fireworks must have 
exploded. rth a parcel of 
crackers, which he had left wrapped up 
in the study cupboard, could have gono 
off like this, wae a my: sat but there 
could be no doubt of it. There was no 
clue to the mystery, for Billy Bunter, 
like the crackers. had gone off! Bunter 
was safe in Study No. 7% hoping 
fervently that Quelch would never know 
that he had been in Study No. 13. 
“Groogh!  Atchoooh! — Chooop 1” 

© from Quelch. “Upon my word, 
this is—is scandalous! Open the window 
aie off the smoke! Who has dono 
this?” 

Bob Cherry ran hastily into tho study 
and throw the window wido open. 
Hurree Singh waved a shect of paper 
to dissipate smoke. Mr. Quelch 
entered the study, gasping ttle. 
Fellows crowded round the doorway; 
among them Harry Wharton, with a 
cool smile on his face. 

“The boys _ belongin, to this 
study- began Mr. Quelch. His ey: 
gleamed at Wharton in tho doorwa; 
“What do you want here, Wharton? 
This is not your study.” 

Wharton raised his oyebrows. 

“You told me to follow you, sir,” he 

answered. Mr. Quelch had ‘forgotton 
for the moment. 
“Had you anything to do with this 
explosion, Wharton?” In that moment 
of intense exasperation Mr. Quelch pro- 
bably hoped that he had! 

“Oh, 0 : 

“Then 
Go!” 


and 
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‘you are not wanted hero! 


“Very well, sir!” 

Wharton pushed his way through tho 
thickening crowd in the passage and 
went. lo winked at somo of tho 
fellows in passing, and thero was a sub- 
dued chuckle, which Mr. Quelch did not 
fail to hear. 

“Linley 1" 

“Yes, sir!” said Mark, 

“You are head boy of my Form! I 
trust you! It is your duty to set an 
exam as the Form, not to take tho 
lead in serious infractions of the rules !” 
thundered Mr. Quolch. “Yet it is in 
your study that this outrageous 
explosion has occurred.” 

As Wharton obviously was not con- 
cerned in the matter at all, Queloh was 
“taking it out” of bis head boy. Ho 
did not realise himself, but every, fellow 
in the passage knew that he would much 
rather have taken it out of Wharton. 
Wharton being unavailable, Linley had 
the benefit. 
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“Is this what I havo a right to expect 
of you, Linley?" thundered Mr, Quelch. 
“Is this tho conduct of a trusted head 


oy 
“But I—-I—1 never——” stammered 
tho unfortunate Mark. 

“This is your study—you must have 
known that the fireworks wore here——" 

“TI did not—— 

“They were mine, si i 
Chorry hastily. One glance into the 
cupboard had shown hit that his parcel 
was gono. 

“Yours, Chorry? You confess——" 

“Yer 1 I—I brought them in—I— 
I can’t imagine how thoy went off. 
Some ass—I mean, somo fellow—must 
havo been larking——” stammered Bob. 








4, 
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Buntor rushed towards tho fire to hook 
crackers were golng off all at unce, with 


“You will take 500 lines, Cherry, for 
bringing fireworks into the Houso 
against the cules 1” 

“Oh! Yos, sir!” 

“And you, Linley —” 

“Linley never knew, sir——” cut in 


job. 

“Silence, Cherry! How dare you 
interrupt me! Another word and I shall 
cane you! Linley, theso fireworks were 
in your study—brought in by your 
study-mate! You aro hea 
Remove, yet you allowed t 
for yourself how dangerous it is to keep 
explosives in a etudy—the room might 
have been sot on fire! You are very 
much to blame! You aro not an un- 
thinking boy like Cherry—I_ should 
never have made you my head boy if 
you had been! 1am “sorlously die- 
pleased with you.” 

“But, sir, I—” 

“You neod make no excuses, Linley ! 
You aro very much to blame! Listen to 
mo! Othor boys in tho Remove may 
have been as reckless and foolish as 





Cherry! Y chall hold sou responsible 
if there are any more accidents. It is 
your duty to see that the rules are not 
recklessly transgressed. Bear that in 
mind 
With that tho Remove master swept 
out of the study. Fellows im the passage 
who were grinning promptly ceased to 
grin until he was gone. 

“Well, my only hat!” said Bob 
Cherry in dismay. 

“The only-hatfulness is terrific!” 

Mark Linley stood crimson with dis- 
comfort and tnortification. He had been 
before nearly all the 

he was not to blame. 
* he said. “What the 
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out the bundle of fireworks. 
aroar ce machine-guns fn action. 
leaping out of the danger zone. 


“For the Fifth of November, old 
chap!” 

“You've got mo into a precious row! 
If you had to havo Greworks here, you 
might have put them at a safe distance 
from the fro.” 

“So I jolly well did !"" exclaimed Bob 
warmly. “I loft them in a parcel in the 
cupboard.” 

“Did thoy walk across to the fire?” 
inquired Johnny Bull. 

“Oh, don't be a fathead | Some silly 
ass has been larking—and I jolly well 
know | who roared’ Bob. 
“Where's Bunter?” 

“Bunter?” 

“That fat villain pulled my leg, and 
sent mo to Queleh ! I know now why he 
did it!” bawled Bob. 

“Oh, my hat! It was Bunter sont 
us” oxclaimed Nugent. 

“And me!” said Mark. 














And, my esteemed and absurd 
self— 
The—tho fat porker!”” gasped Bob. 


“Ho was clearing the study while ho 


5 


larked with my crackers! I'll seal 
him! I'l) burst him! Five bob’s wort! 


of crackers wastoed—and 500 lines! I'll 
spiflicate him {” 
Five fellows tramped down the 


assage, through a laughing crowd, in 
Tearelr of Bunter. Bob) buried open’ the 
door of Study No. 7 

“ Bunter |" he roared. 

“Oh! II say, you fellows, [—I'm 
not here——" 

“You fat scoundrel!” roared Johnny 
“You sont us to Quelch—” 
I—1—I didn’t!” 

What?” 

I—I mean it—it was only a joko, old 
!” gasped Bunter. “You can tako 
a j-j-joke! He, he, hot I never 
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But he was too late! Bang, bang, bang! The 
“Oh crikey 1” spluttered the fat Removite, 


touched the parcel! I—I wouldn't, you 
know! That wasn't why I said Quelch 
wanted you! Besides, 1 thought thero 
was tuck in it! How was I to know that 
a silly idiot was bringing in fireworks 
for tea—I mean at toa-timo—" 

“Ha, ha, ha!’ came from the passage. 

Hg let off the crackers!" roared 


“T didn’t!" yelled Bunter. “I never 
pitched them ecross the study—and if 
they fell into the firo, it was a sheer 
accident. Besides, you shouldn't havo 
fireworks in the study. It’s against tho 
rules. It made mo noarly jump out of 
my skin when they went banging. Not 
that I had anything to do with it, you 
know. I left the study before they went 
off—left them safe in the cupboard, 
The fact is I never touched the parcel 
at all. I say, you fellows— 
Whooooop 1” 

Bump! 

“Yaroooop I” 

“Kick him 1" 

‘Tse Macnet Liprary.—No. 1,290. 





“Give a fellow room I?" 
it's my turn—" 





pit kicking me, you beasts! 


Yaroop wie 

Billy Bunter had had a misgiving 
that he would be kicked. That misgiv- 
ing proved to be well founded. He was 
kicked and kicked again and yet again 


fact, as the Nabob of Bhanipur de- 
clared, the kiokfulness was terrific. By 
the time the indignant five left him, 
sprawling and roaring on the Goor of 

itudy No. 7, they were quite tired. But 
they were not so tired as Bunter! 


THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Shouting for It! 


oe HAT have you got there?” 
WY ee cieckar 
“Wha-a-at?t”” 


“Crackers!” — ropeated 
barf Wharton innocently. 

“Well, my only chapeau !” ejaculated 
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of 
Greyfriars, in blank astonishment. 

It was near time for prep in the 
Remove, and most of the fellows were 
in the passage, a few in the studies. 
Wharton had just come up. 

Under his arm was a small, Stee 
package that might have containe 
almost anything. It was wrapped in 
common wrapping-paper and tied with 
string. The captain of the Romove had, 
apparently, brought it up to bis study— 
but was not in a hurry to deposit it 
there. He lounged across the Remove 
landing and Stopped in the, passago to 
exchange a word with a fellow hero or 
there. If his object was to draw inquiry 


as to what ho had in the package, he 
suoceeded perfectly. Smithy asked tho 
luestion out of sheer good nature. If 

harton was “asking for it” again, 
Smithy wanted to tip him to be wary. 
After. what happened in Study 
No. 13, even the reckless Bounder would 
not have ventured to smuggle fireworks 
into the Remove quarters, i 

Linley, as head boy, had been speci- 
ally ordered to report any such furchor 
infraction of the rules to his Form 
Mr. Quelch had announced 
that any boy found with fireworks in 
his study would bo sent to Dr. Locke 
for a flogging. That was cnough even 
for reckless ovites. Risk of fires in 
the studies they were ready to run, with 
the thoughtlessness of exuberant youch, 
but the certainty of a beak’s whopping 
was quite another matter. 

Skinuer observed that if, after that, 
any fellow asked for it, it would be 
Wharton—he was the man to ask! And 
several fellows wondered whether 
Skinner was right, as Wharton was seen 
with that package under his arm. But 
Wharton's cool and careless answor 
when Vernon-Smith put the question 
took them by surprise. Wharton seeined 
not only asking for it—but shouting for 


master. 


itt 
Mark Linley was in the passage and 








he heard Wharton's answer—perhay 
was intended to hear it. Anyhow, ho 
could not help hearing it, and he looked 
reund, colouring uncomfortably. Whar- 
ton did not seem to seo him; he had a 
way of ignoring the fellow who hi 


taken his place as head boy of 
Remove. Some fellows glanced ouri- 
hey had heard 








ousl; Mark. They 

luelch’s orders to his head boy—orders 
¢ could scarcely disrogard. 

leverer strolled along’ the 

assago and tapped the captain of the 

move on the arm. arton gave 
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him o smile. Old Mauly was tho only 
fellow in the Form whom the wayward 
junior seemed still to like. 
“Chuck it, old bean!” 
Hy. “Quolel bas his rag. 
got an eyo on youl 
wind of this—" 
“Y don't mind if he does” 
“No, I know you don't, old thing,”” 
asconted Mauleverer. “But a Head's 
floggin’ is no joke. Cut it out, old 
Loder may be up any minute, 


too. 

“I'm not afraid of Loder.” 

“Of course not, old fellow.” Maulo- 
veror spoke soothingly, as if to a child. 
“But don’t let him catch you on tho 
hop. Look here, hand me that packet, 
and I'll get shut of it for you."” 

“But it's got my crackers in it, old 
chap!" said Wharton. “I’m going to 
kewp them in my study.” 
“Well, if you will beg for it—" 
sighed Lord Mauleverer. And ho drifted 
ay giving it up. Mauly never in- 
sisted on anything—insistence was too 
much fag for his lazy lordship. 

“Look here, Wharton, don’t be an 
ass!” eaid the Bounder in a low voice. 
“Between ourselves, Quelch would havo 
been jolly glad to nail you for that 
say. in Study No. 13 if it had been 
possible.’ 


muttered 
out, and 
f he gets 

















know it?” he answered. 

“Well, don’t give him a chance," 
urged the Bounder. “Loder's keener on 
it than Quelch, too. If you've forgotton 

unchin’ Loder of the Sixth in the eye, 

can tell you that Loder hasn’t. Take 
my tip and chuck it." 
hiarton shook his head. 

At a little distance he could seo his 
former frionds—Bob and Johnuy, Frank 
Nugent and the nabob. ey wore 
looking towards him, though ho affected 
to be unaware of it. But they did not 
approach him or speak to him, Except 
in football matters, where they had to 
como in touch with the captain of the 
Form, the Co, had nothing to do with 
Wharton these days. 

Probably they wero concerned about 
the wayward fellow. His old and bitter 
enemy, Loder of the Sixth, was on duty 
thet evening for Lower Fourth prep, 
and might appear ahy minute in the 
studies, If ler’s eye fell on that 
packego under Wharton's arm ho was 
certain to inquire what was in it—and 
then all the fat would be in the fire. 

Wharton did not seem to care. Ho 
was not even in haste to get the package 
out of sight into his study.  Somo 
fellows guessed that he was seeking to 
“draw "’ the new head boy of the Form 
—to compe! Mark Linley to exercise his 
authority. Mark evidently wanted to 
keep clear of the matter and avoid a 
dispute. But ho was in a difficult posi- 
tion. He could have taken no notice of 
the package itsolf, but he could scarcely 
affect not to havo heard Wharton's 
statement of what it contained. 

He came towards the captain of tho 
Remove at last. Wharton assumed a 
complete ignorance of his existence till 
he spoke; then he glanced at him 
bo and contemptuously. 

“This won’t do, Wharton,” said Mark 
quietly. “You'd better hand over that 

cket to me; I'll put it safo out of 

oar ‘and let you have it back on the 
fifth.” 











“Thanks, I can take care of my own 
property,” answered Wharton carelessly, 
“You know what Queleh said—" 
“Quolsh says such a lot of things,” 
drawled Wharton. “Which of his words 
of giddy wisdom do you mean this 
Sie got to report fireworks 
“T've got to report any fireworks in 
these studies. You know thore was an 
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explosion a few hours ago in my 


study —' 

“Yes, I'm surprised at you! Head 
boy of tho Form should know better. 
Still, you needn’t be afraid of Quelch; 
you've paced up to him pretty 
thorough! 

Mark bit his lip. 

“We won't arguo about that,” ho 
said. “Will you hand over those 


crackers?” 
“No, I won't.” 
“You know I shall have to report 


you, after what Quelch sai 

“Report—and be blowed |” answered 
Whatton cheerfully. “Jump to it, 
Linley | It will give you a leg-up with 
Quelch if you succecd in getting me a 
beak’s whopping! Don't lose a chance 
like this 1” 

“T say, you fellows, Loder’s coming 
up!” squeaked Billy Bunter. Lodor was 
in tho offing on the Remove staircase. 

Thero was o Gore, Bconsh among the 
Removites. With Loder on the ecene, 
tho matter was getting serious. Mark 
might hositate to report tho reckless 
rebel, in spite of his Form master’s strict 
instructions and his duty as head boy: 
but Loder was a Sixth Form prefect, 
and well known to have a malicious and 
inimical eye on Wharton. Loder had 
not baad Sg 3 was not likely to 
forget—that he had been knocked down 
in tho quad by tho rebel of the Remove, 

“For (peodnate sake, Wharton, don’t 
bo a fool!” whispered Mark. ‘Cive me 
the orackors—or, at least, get them out 
of sight” 

“Loder will be here in a tick—chance 
for you to make your report,” sug- 
gested Wharton, with a snecr. “Aren't 
you keen on it?” 

Mark broathed hard, turned away, 
and waiked to his own study, Evidently 
ho had mado up his mind ‘not to inter- 











fore further in the matter. Harr; 
Wharton looke’ after him, and laughed. 
“Cheeky to think I'd hand him 
my crackers!” ‘he exclaimed, apparently 
unconscious of the fact that ler of 
the Sixth was now on the Remove land- 
ing and in hearing of an unsubdued 
voice in the passage. Wharton's voico 
was not in tho least subdued. a 
Loder was scen to give a start. His 
eyes gleamed, and he came quickly 
into the passage. Wharton turned into 
his study and disappeared from sight. 
But the fat was in the fire now! It 
was useless for him to Bot the packago 
out of sight after what Loder had heard 














him say. 

“Woll,” Smithy murmured to Tom 
Redwing, “Wharton’s the man to ask 
for it! Does he enjoy whoppings?” 

“ Looks it” muttered Redwing. 


0 4 
“T wish he'd have a little more senso! 
I beliovo he meant Loder to hear that!” 

“Anyhow, he heard it,” grinned tho 
Bounder. “He's on the jolly old trail !” 

Loder of the Sixth came up to tho 
open doorway of Study No. 1. The 

iors in tho passago looked on with 
terest. Fellows who had gono 
into their rooms to begin prep came out 
again. Almost all the Removo were in 
the passage now, thrilling with excite- 
ment, 

“Wharton!” rapped out Loder. 

“Here!” came Harry’s voico from 
within Study No. 1. 

Ho reappeared in tho doorway of the 
study. ‘Thre was no package to be 
secon now, But some wrapping-paper 
and a piece of string dangled in his 
hand. Apparently he had unwrapped 


tho package. 
« Zaything wanted?” he asked coolly, 
«Yes. you arol” said tho bully. of 
the Sixth grimly. “Hand over any 
fireworks you've got in your study, and 
como with mo to your Form master.” 











“Tl como with you to my Form 
master with pleasure, Loder, if you 








want me to, But I can’t hand over any 
fireworks |” 

“What? I order you—” 

“Because I haven't any!” explained 
Wharton. 

“What?” gasped Loder. 

“Thero are no fireworks in my 


study!” said Wharton, 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Thrilling ! 


ODER of the Sixth stared at tho 
cool, careloss-looking junior ia 
the ‘doorway of Study No, 1. 
A score of follows in tho 
passage stared at him. Some of them 
grinned and some looked contemptu- 
ous, A fellow who was caught out was 
not expected to toll untruths, Wharton 
was really the last fellow in the Form 
who might have been oxpected to lio 
himself out of a scrape. He had 
changed much this term, and not for 
the better, But nobody ‘supposed that 
the change had gono so deop as that. 
Yet if this was not a direct falsehood 
it was difficult to say what it was! 
Loder himsolf was not very particular 
in matters of the truth, But even Loder 
was shocked and disgusted at this. 
“Well, you lying little scoundrel,” 
said Loder at last, “I may as woll tell 
you that I heard’ what you said as I 
camo up.” 
“Did you?” asked Wharton indif- 
ferently. 
“Linley!” shouted Loder. 
Mark Linley came back down the 
passes with a harassed expression on 


Yes, Loder!” 
‘Tae Macner Lisrary.—No, 1,290. 








“You've been ordered to report any 
fireworks in this passage, after what 
happened this afternoon,’ You know 
that Wharton had fireworke—he said so. 
Were you going to report him?” 

Mark made no answer. 

“1 shall mention this to your Form 
master, Linley,” eaid Loder. : 

“Very well, Loder,” said Mark, in a 
low voice. He suppressed a sigh, He 
did not “grease ” to Quelch, as Wharton 
believed, or chose to belicve, but he 
did value his Form master’s good 
opinion, and be did not want any more 
slanging from Quelch. 

“Now, Wharton, hand over thoso firo- 
works at one!” rapped Loder, 

“What fireworks?” asked Wharton 
innocently. 

“Don't bandy words with me, you 
young rascal! Hand thom over or I 
shall search your study for them!” 

“You can search the study if you 
like, Loder, of courso, I deny that 1 
have any fiteworks in the room at all 1” 

“Stop tolling lies, for goodness’ sake,” 
said Loder, in disgust—and he pushed 
Wharton aside and strode into the 
study, 

“Tsay, you follows, what a fibbor!” 
cjaculated Billy Bunter, “E say, you 
all heard him tell Smithy there’ were 
crackers in that packet—” 

“hut up, asa!” hissed Peter Todd. 

“Oh, really, Toddy! Wharton's mado 
out more then onco that I tell 
whoppers!” exclaimed Bunter _indig- 
nantly, “Well, what do you think cf 
him now, saying there's no fireworks in 
his study’ when wo all heard him say— 








Bunter broke off as Squiff stamped on 
his foot, and yelled, 
cuit! you shut up, fathead ?” growled 


ill, 

“ Yow-ow-ow |” 

Bunter’s fat voice had been heard by 
Loder in Study No. 1, of course, It 
would have convinced him—if he bad 
needed oonvinoing—that Wharton had 
beon lying. It was plain to him that 
ovory fellow in the buzzing crowd knew 
gee Wharton had crackers in Study 

jo. 1. 
Wharton lounged against the doorpost 
with his hands in his pockets, his facc 
cool and carele: Fellows could not 
help admiring his neryo. It was a 
flogging when Loder found the fire 
works. And he could scarcely fail to 
find them if they wero in the study. 

“Til lend you some exercise-books to 
put in your bags, old bean,” said 
Harold Skinner. “You'll need ’em 1” 

“Thanks!” said Wharton imperturb- 
ably. “I don’t think I shail! J hardly 
fonoy, that Lodor will find any fireworks 

ere.” 

“Where the thump have you hidden 








thom, then?” asked Ogilvy, “Wo saw f 


you take the packet into the study.” 
‘Wharton shrugged his shoulders. 








“Old bean, you've got mo beat |” 
murmured Lord Mauleverer, joining 
Wharton again, “My jolly old brain 


won't handle itt L 
tellin’ lies 
“Don’t you!” smiled Wharton. 
Mauly shook his head, 


ler thinks you're 


“I know you're not,” he answered 
plaoidly. “But T don't get it! ‘Too 
much for a fellow’s intellect.” 


“You silly ass, Mauly |” said Skinner. 
“You jolly well’ know the chap’s telling 
piopoest He said there were crackers 
in the parcel. He took the parcel into 
his study—it’s there now—and he saya 
there are no fireworks in the study. 
How can it be anything but whoppers, 
you burbling ass?” 

“I don’t know the answer to that 
one,” answered Lord Mauleverer. “‘Too 
much for my feeble old brain. But 
Wharton doesn’t tell fibs, Skinner— 
nothin’ in your line at all.” 

“Ha, ha, hal” 

“You silly chump! hooted Skinner. 
“You'll see Loder trot out with the 
crackers in another minute.” 

“Bow-wow |” said Lord Mauleverer. 

Fellows in the Remove considered 
Mauly rather an ass; yet often old 
Mauly had been right when cleverer 
fellows were wrong. But bow even 
an ass like Mauly could believe Whar- 
ton now was rather a mystery. Ii 
seemed that he must havo spoken un- 
truthfully, either in saying that there 
were crackers in the parcel or in deny- 
ing that there were fireworks in the 





THE MAGNET 


Loder had failed to find them, it was 
likely that Quelch would fail! 

ill got his teeth into this {” 

whispered Smithy. 








Remove master had lost no time in get- 
ting on the scone. Tho glint in his 
eyes was not to be mistaken, He had 


never quite believed that that single, 
solitary squib was all the fireworks the 
robel of the Form had in his possession. 
Now he had received positive informa: 
tion, after his formal warning that such 












“Loder, you have found—” 

“T'vo found nothing so far, sir,” said 
Loder. “Wharton denies that’ thero 
are fireworks hidden in his study. But 
all the boys here know.” 

Quelch glanced round at tho 


{ Removites, They made their fuccs a3 


exprossioniess as possible; but it was 
easy for the Form master to read what 
they knew—or believed that they knew 1 
His gimlet oye ‘on the captain of 


the Remove, 
study, But on’ the horns of that the sem 

dilemma old Mauly simply relied tom, you deny that there aro 
on his unfailing instinct. ‘He knew the: Stgyorks in your study ? 


Wharton was no liar, and left it at 
that. 

Every other fellow in tho passage, 
however, ex] to see Loder emerge 
from the study with fireworks in his 
possession. 

Loder soemed rather a long timo on 
his search, He reappeared in view at 
last empty-handed. He had searched 
the study cupboard, and found there a 
slice of ham and a packet of dry 
biscuits, apparently intended for supper. 
He had searched the window-seat and 
a box, and the bookcase. Nothing of 
a contraband nature hed turned up. 
Loder was impatient and parplaxsdy 
and getting very angi 

“Wharton !” he snar! “Where are 
those fireworks? Point out at onco 
where you've hidden them, you young 
rascal |” 

“Thero aro no hiding-places in m; 
study, Loder,” said Wharton, in a 
clear voice.’ “I never have to 
cigarettes or anything away, as I beliovo 
is the caso in some studies.” 

‘Thero was a ripple of laughter along 
the crowded passage. 

“A hit—a palpable hit!” tho Bounder 
whispered to Redwing. 

Plenty of fellows knew, or suspected, 
that Gerald Loder kept smokes in hi: 
own study. 

“Will you tell me where those fire- 
aoe idden?” roared Loder 


iy. 
ve told you I havo none |” 


























‘You miserable little liar!” hissed 
Loder. “Every fellow here knows that 
you have! Linley!” 

ia jer 1 


5, 

“Go down and call Mr. Quelch! Tell 
him I specially request him, to step up 
to Wharton’s study, as Wharton has 
fireworks hidden here !” 

“Very well” 

Mark went down the stairs. 

There was a buzz in the Remove. It 















was time for prep 
now, but no fellow 


was’ thinking of 
prep. Excitement 
was growing more 


intense. Evidently 
—to the Removites 

‘Wharton had 
bidden 


those 
crackers very efieo- 


tually. But if 


ri Whst_yeason have you to believes 


“The boy's own words, sir, I heard 
him speaking of crackers in his posses- 
gion a2 Lame up, Linloy kmow ho had 

em, and should have reported it to 


you. 





“Linloy, wore you awaro that 
Wharton had fireworks here?” 

“I—T heard him say 20, sir! T never 
saw thom,” said Mark. “I did not 


think myself bound to report what he 
said.” 

“You should have ascertained tho 
fact!” said Mr. Quelch sharply, “You 
have not, forgotten my instructions, 
Linley! ‘Thero has already been ono 
dangerous explosion in this passago 
which might Rave caured = fire’ in tho 
House! Did you take no noticn of tho 
matter at all?” 

“J asked Wharton to hand over tho 
packet to me, 

“What packet?” 

“Tho packet of crackers, sir.” 

“Wharton had a packet of orackers, 
and you saw it?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 

“T saw tho packet, sir, and Wharton 
said there wero crackers in it when 
Vernon-Smith asked him, But I did 
not see—” 

“You hardly needed to seo what was 
in tho packet after Wharton's own 
admission of what it contained! You 
have not dono your duty, Linley! I am 
glad to see that you, Loder, have more 
sense of duty than my head boy I” 

“Thank ‘you, sirl” said Loder 
smoothly. “In view of your vory par- 
ticular orders on the subject, sir, I felt 
bound to take the matter up. 

“Undoubtedly | Wharton, 
you concealed your fireworks 

“I have concealed no fireworks, sir.” 

“What—what! You have heard what 
Linley has said! Dare you persist that 
there are no fireworks in your study?” 
thundered Mr. Quelch. 

“Certainly, sit! I have had no fire- 
works to-day except the squib I handed 
over in your study.” 




















whero have 
” 





“You dare to say so?” gasped Mr, 
Quelch. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“{ shall search your study person- 
ally! You will aid me, Loder! 


Wharton, you aro guilty of tho most 
dishonourable prevarication !” 
“Indeed, sir 1” 
Mr. Quelch passed him, with a glare, 
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and whisked into the study. Form 
master and prefect proceeded on a 
search together—a search so thorough 
and so meticulous that it seemed impos- 





sible that the smallest firework could * 


py 





‘apo detection, 

Harry Wharton, leaning on _ the 
wall beside the doorway, winked ut 
the staring fellows in the passage. 
‘There was a chuckle, and then, as Mr. 
Quelch glared out, sudden silence. And, 
in tense excitement, the Removites 
waited for the result of the search. 





THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
Cream Crackers ! 
“ HARTON |” 
YY RE ais eco 
called was not loud, but 
_ deep. 

“Yes, sir 1” 

“Come into the study 1” 

“Certainly, sir 1” . 

Harry Wharton stepped into Study 
No. 1, The Removites closed up roun 
the doorway, eager to see what fol- 
lowed. ‘Tho’ goneral expectation was 
that the fireworks had been found, and 
that Wharton was to be taken to tho 
headmaster. . 

But a look at Mr. Quelch's. speaking 
countenance banished that idea, Ho 
was angry, puzzled, perplexed, intensely 

tated. Loder was angry’ and dis- 














appointed. Nothing, ol bad 
been found, Tt was emazing, for it was 
certain that Quelch would havo left no 








stone unturned. If tho fireworks wero 
in tho study, surely his gimlet eyo 
would have unearthed But the 








search had plainly been a failuro, and 
now, it seemed, the Remove master 
hoped to clicit’ information from tho 
fellow accused. 

“I have failed to find forbidden 
articles in this study, Wharton,” said 

fr, Gu le 

“T havo told you that there are nono 
here, sir,” said Wharton mildly. His 
voice was gentle as a cooing dovo's. 

‘Tho soft answer is said to turn away 
wrath. It did not bavo that effect on 
Mr. Quelch’s. Rather, it had the effect 
of a red rag on a bull! 

“Do not repeat palpable falsehoods, 
Wharton!” exclaim the Remove 
master. “TI will not mn to them! On 
your own statements, you are in possos- 
sion of fireworks! I command you to 
inform me where they are concealed.” 

“As I have none, sir—” 

“Silence |” exclaimed Mr. Quelch in 
a formidable voice. “I will not hear 
theso falsehoods! ‘Nugent, you  shara 
this study ‘with Wharton! Are you 
aware of any hidden and secret place in 
this room?” 

No, sir!” answered Frank Nugent. 

“Ts there a loose board in the floor, 
or anything of that kind ?” 

“Not that I know of, gir.” 

“Havyo you any idea’ where Wharton 
has concealed his fireworks?” 

“Not the slightest, sir.” 

‘There was no holp from Wharton's 
study-mate, He stood back again at 
an angry gesture from his Form master. 
Gueleh was getting into a goaded state 
now, To punish a fellow—even the 
inutineer of the Form—on suspicion of 
an offence which he explicitly denied 
was scarcely practicable, Evidence of 
some kind had to be found. Both 
Quelch and Loder were convinced that 
the evidence was there, close at hand, 
if they could only have set eyes on it. 
It was intensely exasperating. One 
glance at the packed faces at the door- 
way told Quelch that all the juniors 
believed that the fireworks were there, 

















and that he had somchow missed them 
in his search. Yet how could he have 


oye 





Wharton was venturing to give Quelch 
a “dig " on the subject of his head boy | 
_ “Very well, Wharton! Very well, 
indeed!” Quelch seemed near choking. 
“You persist in denying the obvious 
facts” 

“T porsist in telling the truth, sir!” 
said Harry. 

“The truth!” murmured Skinner to 


Snoop. | Tho truth, old bean! My 
yey ed a giggl 

ind Snoop suppressed a giggle. 

*T have wot yet finished {said Mr, 


Quelch. “You will not defeat the ends 


One of this week's 
USEFUL LEATHER POCKET 
WALLETS 


oes to Tan Gourlay, of 93, 

ictoria Road, Kirkcaldy, Fife, 
who submitted the following Grey- 
friars limerick : 


Said Wharton to Cherry ont A 
“Lot's go to the gym and be gay 
Foi ‘aining, 


_ Have a shot at writing these 
limerichas boys! es. a" fas 
mating pasties’ and’ Tile: ipricis 
ofered Yor winning ellocts are 
WELL WORTH HAVING! 











of justice so easily as this, you rebel- 
liods and disrespectful boy Where is 
tho et that Linley states you 
brought into this study? You deny the 
possession of fireworks—do you deny the 
ion of the packet which was seen 

in your hands?” 

“Not at all, sir!” 

“Did you, or did you not, state, when 
asked, that that packet contained fire- 
works?” 





Wharton paused a moment. The 
juniors hung on his reply. Half the 
move had heard what ho said to the 





Bounder. 
“No, said Wharton, at length. 
me!" murmured Vernon-Smith, 
“You—you—you did not?” gasped 
Mr. Queleh, “You deny what is por- 
feetly well’ known to all the boys 

present ?” 

“1 deny that I 
works in the pack 
Wharton steadily. 
fellow to whom I spoke, 6i 


Smith will remember what I said.” 
“Vernon-Smith, you asked Wharton 





there were fire- 
ir!” answered 









what his packet contained?” 
en sir, id the Bounder reluct- 
antly. 


ing to give « follow away, even under 
the torrifying frown of Henry Samuel 
Quelch. 

“Cough it up, Smithy,” said Harry 


9 


quietly. “I've no objection—I want you 
(0 tell Mr. Quelch what T seid, 40 that 
he will know the facts,” 

“Wharton said crackers, sir!” an- 
swered the Bounder. 

You are cure that he said crackers?” 

“Oh, yes, sir!” 

“Do you deny this, Wharton?” 

Not at all, sir!” 

“Ah! You confess, at last, that you 
admitted that there were fireworks in 
the packet?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 

“Oh, no, sir! There wero no fire- 





works in the packet,” said Harry, with 
cheveful coolness. 





enough ! 
miserablo_prevarication, 
have admitted the truth! 
crackers 


After all your 

arton, you 
Whether the 
discovered or not is 
I, shall tako you to tho 


are 






nee. 
“Do you wish to take the crackers 
also, sir?” asked Harry, with a coolness 
that’ was quite icy. “They are in tho 
cupboard if you want them, sir.” 
“They are not in the cupboard—the 
cupboard has been scarched—but if you 
choose to, reveal them, I will allow you 
to do so.” 
“T left them in the cupboard, sir.” 
“That is anothor falsehood, sir,” said 











Loder. “Both of us have searched the 
cupboard, nothing in it but 
some ham 

“Shall I point thom out, sir?” asked 


Wharton demuroly. 

“It they aro, there, cortainly !” 
snapped Mrr Queleb. 

Wharton stepped to tho study ou 
board. Under the eyes of Mr. Quelah 
and Loder, and of ae many fellows as 
could cram into ‘the deorway, he 
pointed to an oblong paper i 
tho. study cupboard, which bore. the 
celebrated name of Huntley and Palmer. 

“There, si 

“Ts this—is—is—this insolonce, Whar- 








ton? What do you meant’ You 
aro pointing to a packet of biscuits!” 
raved Mr. Quelch, 

“Yes, sir—my crackers !” 

“Your what?” 

‘My crackers, sir 


my cream: 
crackers,” said Wharton innocent “7 
bought them from Mrs. Mimble at the 
school shop, sir, for supper. I hope 
there is no harm in buying biscuits for 
supper, sir.” 

Mr. Quelch’s yaw dropped. _ 

He gazed at the packet of biscuite—be 
discorned on the paper that contained 
them the words “Cream Crackerst 
Huntley and Palmer, Reading.” He 
gazed—he stared—he goggled—ho almost 
gibbered. 

‘That oblong packet of cream crackers 
had been under his eyes, and Loder’s, 
all the time. There had been no conceal- 
ment—Wharton had sueeapese tho 
brown paper from the parcel after taking 
it into the study, 






His answer to tho 
Bounder, that the packet contained 
crackers, was true! There aro crackers 
—and crackers—but certainly no fellow 
had dreamed that his. crackers were 
cream-cracket ¢ harmless and neces- 
sary biscuit! 9 

‘Thore was an instant of silonce, Then, 
as the Remove fellows realised how 
‘orgeously the leg of a prefect and a 
Form master had been pulled, there was 
a roar of laughter that woke every 
of the passage. Mr Quelch’s presence 





could not restrain it. The fellows 
roared—they fairly howled 
“Ha, ha, hal’” 
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Not Gulity! 
“ IK - KIK - CREAM — cream 
4 ee 
Bounder. “Oh, my hat! 
This is too jolly rich! Kik- 
kik-ercam crackers! fio, ha, hal” 


‘a, ha, ha!” roared tho Removites. 
Harry Wharton did not laugh. His 
face was quiet and graye, though his 
eyes _glimmered. ord Mauleverer, 
prinning, gave him a rather reproachful 
fook. Mauly had been utterly por- 
Bloxed, for hie, like tho rest, had nover 
reamed that the packet of “crackers” 
would turn out to contain the varicty 
of biscuits called ‘cream crackers.” 
Puzzled as he was, Mauly’s faith in 
Wharton had never wavered. Ho was 
impervious to evidence. 

“Oh gad!” murmured Mauly. “It's 
too bad—ha, ha, hal—it’s too jolly 
thick, you know—ha, ha, hal” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared along tho pas- 
sago. ‘Fellows downstairs heard that 
Homeric outburst of merriment and 
wondered what joke was on in tho 
Removo. 

“T say, you fellows,” came Bill 
Bunter’s squeak, “I say, Wharton's 
pulled Quelchy’s leg a treat!” 

“Ha, ha, hal” 











misunderstood. 


“Did you think I meant the frework 
kind of cracker, Smithy?” asked Harry. 

“Well, yes, rather!” grinned tho 
Bounder. 

“Sorry, old man, if I took you in,” 
said Wharton gravely. “ Merely a little 
joke—rather a fecblo one, I admit. But 
no harm done.” 

“None at all!” chortled the Bounder. 

Mark Linloy was grinning, he could 
not help it. He was deeply glad that 
ho had not, after all, reported thoso 
“fireworks "—which had turned out to 
bo the harmless and necessary Huntley 
and Palmer, He knew now that Whar- 
ton had intended him to report—to make 
a fool of him—and that as he had not 
risen to the bait, Loder had been 
hooked instead. "But Loder was a 
bigger fish to hook—and in his turn ho 
had. dragged Quelch into it—Wharton 
had reason to bo satisfied with tho 
result. : : 

For a minute’s reflection convinced 
Mr. Quelch that thie young rascal could 
not possibly be punished. 

It was only Smithy whom ho had told 
that thero were “crackers” in the 
packet. Loder had overheard and 

Wharton had denied all 
along that thore wero fireworks in. his 
study. He had not denied that thero 
‘were “ crackers” there—cream crackers! 

Mr. Queleh stood silent, looking at 
Wharton! How was he to punish o 
junior for saying to another junior that 

0 had crackers in a parcel—when he 
had, in fact, 











cream crackers there? 


iad ‘That was all that Wharton had done! 





laughter 
in tho passage to tell them that they 
looked asses, and that tho episode would 
‘become a standing joke for a long timo 
to como, Loder was focling apprehen: 
sive as well as furious, for he had 
called Quelch on the scene—ho was 
responsible for the Removo master look- 
ing a fool to his Form. 

Quelch found his voico at last. Ho 
turned a look on Wharton that might 
have scarcd any junior. Wharton met 
it with absolute calmness, and an ox- 
pression of meck respect’ on his faco 
that fairly goaded Mr. Quelch. 

“Wharton! You—you say that—that 
those biscuits were contained in = 
an 











ton, when yousstated that that packet 
contained crackers, but did not specify 
cream orackors, you, intended to causo 
‘® misundorstanding.” 

“Do you think so, sir?” asked Whar- 


on. 
“T am absolutely assured of it,” said 
Mr. Quolch savagely. “You have do- 
liberately caused a decoption—” 
“T'm sure Smithy will excuse mo, if 
I pulled Wis leg, sir,” said Wharton 


meek! 2 

“What? What do you mean? What 
hhas_Vernon-Smith to do with it?” 

“Tt was Vernon-Smith I told that the 
packet contained crackers, sir. I told 
no ono elso. I can have deceived no 
one else, I suppose, only Vernon-Smith,”” 
said Wharton innocently. 

‘Tho Bounder winked joyously at the 
fellows in tho possago, Ho waa enjoying 
this to tho full, Wharton “had” his 
Form master—thero was no doubt about 
that. He had him all alon; 
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The look on Quelch’s faco checked 
merriment. But it was barely sup- 
ressed, ready to break out again. 
gery man in the Removo was enjoying 
is. 

“Loder, you might really havo ascor- 
tained tho facts, 
the scene.” Quelch had to find a victim, 








and ler was the only ono to bo 
ae “You havo acted vory thought- 
jessly.”” 


Loder gritted his teeth. 

“Wharton meant me to hear what ho 
said,” ho muttered savagely. ‘Ho 
meant to take me in—he meant—” 

“No doubt,” said Mr. Quelch bitterly. 
“But a remark by one junior boy to 
another was not a sufficient cause for 
calling mo here. You have wasted my 
timo, Loder! You have acted thought- 
lessly and foolishly. You had better go.” 

Loder went—with feolings too deep 
for words, Mr. Quelch followed him 
from tho study. Ho was chiefly anxious 
to get out of sight now. 


“May I'keep my crackers, sir?” askod 





NEW ‘ERECTOR’ TOY. 


* Erector Toys have always been 
famous, but here is a new novel toy 
EREGTOR-BRIK, which is highly 
original and practical. This consists 
of small coloured bricks made to grip 
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tion with an £1 











fore calling mo on 4, 


THE MAGNET 


Wharton respectfully. Ho was rubbing 
it in, 

“You may certainly keep your bis- 
cuits, Wharton. You know that very 
well» said Mr. Queleh, ino choking 
voice, and ho rustled away to tho Ro- 

ireaso. He turned on tho 
Go into your studies at once, 
you are late for preparation 











their 


Mr. Queloh whisked down tho stairs 
and disappeared. 

From every study in tho Remove, 
after he was gone, camo sounds of 
merriment. Any stranger dropping 
into the Removo passago that ovening 
might have fancied that tho juniors 
found prep very atmusing. 

“TI say, you fellows, cream crackers !”” 
chortled Bill Bunter. “Cream 
crackers, you koow! Oream crackers! 
He, he, hol” 

“Ha, ha, hol” 

“Good job you nover reported to 
Quolehy, after ‘all, Marky!” said Bob 
herry, chuckling, in Study No. 13, 
“T’m afraid Wharton wanted mo to,” 
said Mark, laughing. “Lucky I didn’t! 
Loder jumped at tho chance, Ho was 

welcome to it.” 

“Ha, ha, hal Poor old Loder!" 

“The poorfulness of the esteemed old 
Loder is terrific!” chuckled Hurreo 
Jamset Ram Singh. 

In Study No. 4 the Bounder chuckled 
loud and Jong. 

“Ain't he a coughdrop, Reddy?” he 
asked, “Ain't ho a prizo-packot? 
Crackers—cream crackers! Loder 
fairly bit on it—and Quelch was gloat- 
ing, just gloating! And it was all o 
spect! Ha, ha, bat 
sn laughed, but ho shook his 








It’s a dangerous game,” ho said. 
Quel, went way os id as a tigor 
—Wharton’s asking for it.” 

“Shouting for itt” agreed tha 
Bounder. “Ho will get it sooner or 
later—right in the jolly old neck! 
Jevver see a man look such a fool as 
plea looked? Ha, ha, hal” Tho 

jounder wiped his oyes. “They can't 
touch him—you can’t whop a man for 
saying he's got — crackere—cream 
erackers—and harton = nover did 
anything else—Loder and Quolch did 
tho rest! Ha, ha, hal” 

After prep, when tho Removites went 
down to tho Rag, thero was loud 
laughter in that apartment, Shell and 
Fourth Form fellows were told about 
it, and they roared with laughter, 
Tho Fifth got hold of it—Potter of tho 
Fifth told them in tho games-study, and 
thoy yelled. Even the Sixth Form men 
grinned over the absurdity of o master 
and a prefect rooting through a study 
in search of a packet of cream crackers! 








Mr. Quelch was well awaro of tho 
general merriment, and his feelings on 
the subject could not have been 
expr in words. Not for the first 


timo, he had been mado a fool of by 
the rebel of his Form! 

During the evening he passed the 
door of tho Rag, and hoard voices and 
laughter from within: 

“Tsay, you | fellows! 
crackers, you know I” 

“Ha, ba, hal” 

Mr. Queloh’s cars burned as he 
walked on. Tho rebel of tho Remove 
bad scored; but it was, as Redwing 

lay Henry 
to loso 


Cream 


said, a dangerous game to 
Samuel Quelch was not likol 
his chance when it came! 


EVERY SATURDAY 


il 


“<The otackers are in the cupboard, sir, if you want them,’ sald Wharton coolly. 


opened the door of the cupboard and pointed to an oblong packet. 
“You are pointing to a packet of biscuits 1”* 


Mr. Quelch. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter, the Artist! 


“ UNTER! You ass!” 
B It was the following day. 
Harry Wharton came up to 
Study No. 1 some timo after 
class, expecting to find that apartment 
vacant. 

Nugont, who shared: the study with 
the captain of the Remove, was seldom 
there now. He had taken his books 
and other possessions along to Study 
No, 13, since the break in the Co., and 
generally did his prep and had his tea 
in that study. But Study No. 1 was 
not vacant at the present moment; Billy 
Bunter was there. 

The Owl of the Remove was seated 
at the study table, grinning over a 
sheet of cardboard upon which he was 
drawing, Bunter was no artist, and 
when he drew it was a little difficult to 
tell whether he was depicting a Soccer 
match, a railway accident, or a fire at 
sea. 

Wharton, stepping into the study and 
glancing over his fat shoulder, was 
puzzled to know what the fat junior 
was delineating. Some sort of a weird- 
looking figure was growing under 
Bunter's masterly penoil, but it might 
have represented almost ‘anything. 

But over the top of that weird gure 
Bunter wrote in capital letters: 


“HEAR’S ANUTHER GIY |” 


This, apparently, was Bunter’s way of 
spelling “Here’s another guy v’ Bunter 
had his own methods in matters of 
orthography. This superseription indi- 
cated that Bunter's work of art had 
something to do with the anniversary of 





Mr. Fawkes’ celebrated attempt to cut 
as in the House of Commons. 
fearsome object he had drawn 
was a “guy.” 

There was an ancient Greek painter 
who, in order that there should be no 
misapprehension, wrote under his 
picture: “This is an ox.” Bunter 
ry pees to be taking « tip from that 
old artist, for under his picture he 
wrote : 


“THIS IS OLD QUELCH!” 
Seoing 








Wharton understood what 
the fat junior was “at.” He was 
drawing a “guy,” supposed to repre- 
sent Henry Samuel Quelch, the master 
‘of the Remove. 

It wes not like Quelch to look at. 
Really, it was like nothing in the 
heavens or the earth, or the waters 
under the earth. 

But Bunter was ovidently pleasod 
with it, for he grinned over it, and 
emitted a fat chuckle. 





Then he jumped, as he heard Whar- 
ton’s over his shoulder. 

He blinked round in alarm. 

“Oh! Only youl” he said, in relief. 
“IL say, look at this, old chap! Some 
guy, what? He, be, he! ‘his will 


make the fellows laugh |” 
“Tt won't make you laugh if Quelch 
sces it, you ass!” answered Wharton. 
“More likely to make you howl!” 
“Well, be won't know I did it,” said 
Bunter. “How’s he to know? When 
he finds it pinned on the blackboard in 
the Form-room, I suppose he won't 
uess that I drow it, will het He 
joesn’t know I can draw, really.” 
“And he won't find out—from that 1” 
said Harry, 
"I haven't 


laughing. 
finished yat,”’ ssid Bunter, 


“There they are, sir.’ 
“Yes, sir—my crackers—my cream crackers ! 


“J will point them out to you.’ 
“* What do you mean ? ” raved 


Ho started again with the penoil, and 
drow a scroll from the mouth of the 
weird figure, bearing the words “ BEND 
OVER!” He added a cane to the hand 
of the figure as long as the figure 
itself. 

“Rather neat, what?” asked Bunter 
complacently, “This will make old 
Quelch jump! What?” 

“Queich will jump first, 
” suid Harry. . 
unter blinked at him anxiously. 

“You don’t think he will guess it was 
me, do you?” ho asked. “How's he 
wong to guess, I'd like to know?” 

_ “Ha, ha, hat He knows your spell- 
ing, old fat man!” 

“What's the matter with tho 
ing?” asked Bunter warmly. “I 
pose I can spell! Hero it 
—I've scen it spelt h-o-o- 
not correot, I'm pretty cert 

“Try h-e-r-,” said Harry, laughing. 

“Sure?” asked Buntor, dubiously. 

“Quite.” 

“Oh, all right!” Bunter used the 
indiarubber, and made the alteration. 
“Quelch makes out that I can’t spell, 
you know. If there was a mistake in 
the spelling, be might tumble. Any- 


and you 





spell- 
su} 












thing else?’ 
“Wy as a matter of taste, I should 
spell ‘ anoth with an ‘o,’ not with a 





al 
“u,’ said Harry.” 4 

Bunter changed the U into an O. 

“All right now?” ho asked. 

“Might put the ‘u” into the word 
‘guy '—it looks better than an ‘i,’” 
suggested Wharton. 

_ rot”? said 


‘hat 9 
Bunter, “Giy sooms right to me. 


Still, it, you think it ought to be = 
Ful. 


“Sure thing, fathead!" 
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“Ob, all right!” 
Clues to the perpetrator, in matters 
of orthography, wero eliminated. 
“All safe now?” asked Bunter. 
Yes, but it would be safer to stick 
it in the study fire,” said Harry. “It's 
not safe to lark with Quelch.” ‘. 
‘ ike that, from youl” said 
“You're always 
What about the 
He, he, 


and 








dorisivoly. 
Jarking with Quelcb. 
cream crackers yesterday? 





you 
my tir: and chuck 
ar 

“Yl watch it!’ said Bunter, 

“Well, take it out of my study, any- 
how,” said Harry. “I don’t want it 
seen here. What the thump are you 
hero at all for?” 

Bunter grinned. 

“Well, 1 didn't want to be seen draw 
ing this’ gus,” ho, explained." Toddy 
would see it if I did it in Study No. / 
—and Dutton, Of course, they wouldn’t 
give a chap ‘away-still you can't be 
too careful. Quelch will raiso Cain 
when he sees this pinned on the black- 
board. Don’t you think so?” 

“No doubt about that!” 

“T don’t mind you seeing it, old chap ; 
you're up against Quelch,” said Bunter. 
"In fact, I was going to suggest you 
taking it’to the Form-room and pinniny 
it on the blackboard, old fellow. 
fellow might, bo spotted going there—I 
mean—that is—I—I mean—— 

“I know what you mean,” agreed 
Wharton, “and you can go and eat 
coke. Take your rubbish out of this 
study before it’s seen hero.” 

“That's right,” said Bunter. 
“Nobody's likely to como to this study 
<-hurdly anybody ever speaks to. you, 
you Know nobo y likes your company. 

What?” 

“You're suoh an ill-tempered, touchy 
beast, you know,” explained ‘Bunter. 
“Most of the fellows aro giving you tho 
go-by this term, ain’t they? | fou've 
rowed with nearly every man in the Re- 
move, you know. I say, 
‘are you looking so waxy 
tho matter?” 

Harry Wharton stared at the cheerful 
fat Owl, and then burst into a laugh. 
Really, Bunter was not worth kicking. 

“Got out, fathead,” ho said, “and 
take your rubbish away! Loder may 
butt in and sce it. Ho watches this 
study like a cat.” 

“He, he, hot 
back up, you know 
fect in the oye—” 

“Buzz off ” 

“T say, do you think Loder's about?”’ 
asked Bunter anxiously. “T don't want 
to run into him with this, you know, 
Tf ho saw me with it, he would make 
out that I did it, you know.” 
hat!” 

“Til take a squint in the passage, and 
make sure,” said the fat Owl. “I don’t 
want (o rin into Loder!” 

Billy Bunter rolled out of Study 
No. 1. Having finished his work of art, 
he wanted to convoy it to the Remove 
Form-room, and pin it up there to bo 
discovered later by Mr. Quelch. But he 
did not want to run into a Sixth Form 
prefect with the work of art in his pos- 
session. When a Remove fellow set out 
to “guy” Mr. Quelch, he could not bo 
too careful. Bunter wanted to make 
quite, quite suro that tho coast was 
clear, before he conveyed that disre- 
spectful delineation of Mr. Quelch to its 
lestination. 

He rolled to the landing at the end of 
the passage, and blinked down the Re- 
move staircago. 
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Wharton, what 
for? Anything 





Youvo got Loder's 
Punching a pre- 





THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY 


“Oh crikey!” ejaculated Bunter. 

Loder of the Sixth was coming up. 

Billy Bunter stood rooted to the land- 
ing, blinking at the bully of the Sixth 
through his big spectacles, From tho 
bottom of his fat heart he was thankful 
that he had been so wary, and that ho 
had not the picture of Quelch with him, 

‘Loder flancod at him carelessly as ho 
crossed the landing, and went up the 
passage, Hoe was not taking any in- 
terest in Billy Bunter—he Fad quite 
other game in the Remove passage, 

“Oh lor’ !” breathed Bunter. 

And_ instead of returning to Stud: 
No. 1 for his picture, the fat Owl rolle 
away down the stairs. He did not in- 
tend to go back for that picture so long 
as Loder was in tho offing. 

Harry Wharton, in ‘Study No. 1,, stood 
looking at Bunter’s absurd picture, 
frowning. He was rather anxious for 
the fatuous Owl to take it away. Since 
the happenings of the previous even- 
ing, Loder of the Sixth had been giving 
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him altogether too much attention, 
Perhaps Loder still suspected that tho 
robel of the Remove had forbidden fire- 
works—or perhaps ho, only hoped so. 
Perhaps he hoped to “catch” him out 
in some other infraction of the rules. 
Certainly Gerald Loder would havo 
given a great deal to catch the junior 
Who had made 2 fool of him; and hope, 
as the poct says, springs eternal in tho 
human breast. 

Wharton turned at tho sound of a 











footstep in the doorway. He supposed 
that it was Bunter coming in. 
“Look hero—” he began. “Ob!” 


He broko off as ho saw Loder. 
With a quick movement he drew a 
pad of blotting-paper over Bunter’s 
picture, It was swiftly done, but not 
awiftly enough to escape Loder’s eyes. 
‘The prefect stepped into the study, 
“What's that?” ho asked. 
“What's what?” drawled Wharton. 








“You're not hiding anything under qi 


the blotting-paper?” snecred 
Wharton did not answer. 
Loder stepped to tho table and jerked 

the blotting-paper aside. What he was 

going to see he could not imagine; but 


ler. 





ho knew that it was something that the 
junior did not want him to see, and that 
was enough for Loder. He stared 
blankly at the weird figuro depicted on 
the cardboard, But for the words 
scrawled underneath, Loder ussurodly 
would not have guessed that it was in- 
tended for Mr. Quelch. But tho inserip- 
left no doubt on that point, 

This is old Quelch’1” Loder read 
aloud. “My hat! Guying your Form 
master, what? What were you going to 
do, with this, Wharton?” 

“Nothing.” 

“You drew it, just to leave on your 
study table?” grinned Loder. 

“T did not draw it.” 

“Who did, then?” Loder paused. Ho 
was certain—as certain as he could bo— 
that Wharton had drawn that ridiculous 
figure to “guy” tho Remove master. 
But after his “bloomer ” of the previous 
day, Loder was careful. “Nugent?” 

‘Hardly !” 





Well, who, if not yourself?” do- 
led Loder. 


mand 4 

“Tm not bound to tell you that,” an- 
swered Wharton coolly.  “Wo'ro not 
sneaks in tho Remove. I tel] you that I 
never drow it, and that I found it lyin, 
on my study table, just as you did, 
That's ali I can tell you.” 

“You can tell your Form master 
that!” said Loder. “Follow mo!” 

Loder marched out of the study and 
Wharton followed him. As they wenb 
downstairs, they passed Bunter on tho 
lower landing. The fat Owl blinked at 
the sheet of cardboard in Loder’s hand, 
in sheer horror, Evidently, Loder had 
discovered his work of art.’ To his im- 





assed on down tho 


Tho prefect 
hand, and as \Whar- 


stairs, cardboard in 












* gasped Bunter. 
, jor had an impulse to do 
tho right thitg. He mado a step after 
Loder, palpitating. He was bound to 
own up, and correct the mistake; ho 
folt that. Any man—almost any man— 
in tho Remove would have dono so. 
“Loder! I> say, Loder gasped 
Buntor. 
oder glanced over his shoulder. 
Well, what?” ho rapped, 
“IIT say—” stammered Bunter, 
“What?” snapped Loder, still moro 


sharpl, 
“Nothing! 





iy. 

“Ont gasped Buntor. 
Nothing at all. Twas going to say—cr 
=I mean—nothing.” 

Loder stared at him, 

“Take fifty lines, Bunter.” 

“Oh. crikey!” 

Loder marched on. with Wharton at 
his hools, Buntor blinked after them 
dismally. He had intended to own up} 
but, somehow, it wouldn’t come out. 
Bunter had a conscience, of sorts. Ib 
rather worried him now, ‘But tho pangs 
of conscience were not, so severe as the 
pangs of a whipping trom Quolch. OF 
the two, Bunter preferred the pangs of 
conscience. 


THE NINTH CHAPTER, 
Loder’s Luck ! 


ORACE COKER. of the Fifth 
Form, camo into the Houso 
quickly for his football. Potter 
and Greene of the Fifth wero 

with Coker after class that day in tho 


ua 
As had happened beforo, many a timo 
and oft, the onlivening and improvin 
company of Horace Coker bad palled 
on his pals, Potter, who was ono of 
(Continued at foot of next page.) 


SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE! 










HE game of football has undor- 
gone many changes in the past 
few yor in style, 
tactics, and so on. An inter- 

esting statement concerning one way in 
which the game has changed was mado 
to me the other day by a manager who 
has been closely connected with football 
for many yoars. 

“As tho result of my observations and 
caloulations,” he said, “I am definitely 
of tho opinion that the avorage ago of the 
first-olass footballer to-day, as compared 
with the average a fow years back, is at 
lonat three yeare younger.” ‘That's, the 
tort of news to make the lads ait up, isn't 
i 





BANKING ON YOUTH! 





of my -Maoxwr, readers. ‘The, questo 


nm 

was this : Division olub 

has tho youngest team?" I am now ina 

Position to. givo the answer—Bleckburn 
ors hold that distinction. 

‘The average age of the Blackburn 
Rovers’ team which did duty in 
the first feo matches of the present 
season was only threo. 


I can’t find that thore is any other first- 
class football olub which oan beat that 
rocord. ‘This is ce: the day of tho 
young man in football, and the Rovers 
are banking on youth to see them through, 

Dorby County have gone in a lot for 
young players in recent too, and I 
romember Manager Jobey mo that 
ho would not think of signing oven a 
playor of ropute who was over twonty- 


soven yoars of » Mr. Peter Hodge, 
tho manager of Loicester City, has 
same idea, Mind you, it is ‘work 





those follows with sudden bright ideas, 
had suggested that Coker should show 
them, in actual fact, the wonderful 
kiok "ho would have brought off, if ho 
had becn playing in Bt, ‘Jude's 
matoh, and which he had been telling 
them about, 

Nothing loath, Coker went in for his 
football to demonstrate exactly how ho 
would have kicked it and teken a goal 
which Wingato, the Greyfriars captain, 
had failed to ‘take, And immediately 
Coker’s back was turned, Potter an 
Greone, pausing only to oxchango a 
wink, had doparted for parts unknown. 
Coker, when he camo out with the foot- 
ball to demonstrate, was not likely to 
find them. 

‘Unaware of this, Coker hurried in for 
the footer. When Coker was in a hurry, 
he naturally put on 6] = 

‘Ho cut upstairs to get to tho Fifth. 
Form passage, where his study was, and 
whoro tho footer was, With his ‘head 
bent, and going on his highest gear, 
Coker did tho stairs, and it was « sheor 
coincidence—a thing that no fellow 





roblem, chum, wri 
treet, London, E.0. 
give you his expert opinion. 









inesman,” c/o 


He'll be only too pleased 





getting @ team of Inds together who ean 
old their own with the more experienced 
players. But itis being done. “And per. 

aps it will be done to an ever-increasing 
extent because the tendency is for the 
play to got faster and faster. 


“BOY” BASTIN I 
HAT ia tho carliost ago at which 
W @ youth who has football skill 
can be said to be ready for the 

strain of first-clasa football t 


Thore can bo no definite answor to that 
question, It all depends on the individual. 





At seventeen some lads are strong 
enough to stand all the rush and 
I remember 


him “ Boy" Browell, scoring goals 

for Hull City when he was only six- 

teen years of age. There have been 

players who have been capped for 

England before they reached their 

froontieth birthday—auite a tot of 
em. 


Tako tho caso of young “ Cliff ” Bastin, 
the outside-loft of Arsonal. Ho was signod 
on by Managor Chapman—who paid two 
thousand pounds for the signature—whon 
ho was cightoon, It was tho: Arsonal 

ra idea to keop him in resorvo, 
and to allow him to develop gradually 
for at loast a season. But one day in an 
omorgency, and just to enablo Bastin to 
‘add a little to his exporienco, ho was put 
into the Arsenal first team. And ho playod 
80 well that he simply could not bo loft 
out afterwards. 


He playod his part so efficiently 
tat before he was twenty he had 
gained practically all the honours 
which are open to a footballer. He 
had been on the Cup-winning side, 
had been in a champtonship-winning 
side, and had played for England} 








could have forescen—that Loder came 
down from the landing at the samo 
moment, At a more moderate pace, 
Coker doubtless would havo seen him 
and avoided him, or at least Loder 
would have avoided Coker. Coming 
up, like a bullet from a rifle, Cok 
neither saw nor avoided Loder 
ler had no time to avoid him. 

deed, it was only a split second after 
Coker dawned on him, that Coker's 
bullet head smote Loder on his sccond 
waistooat button, . 

“Urrerrrrgh!” was all Loder said. 

He could not say more. 

Every ounce of breath was driven out 
of him by that sudden and terrific im- 


pact. He sat down, gurgling. 
“What the thump?" exclaimed Coker. 












ggered.a little, rubbed tho top 
ad, and stared at Loder, Loder 
wea geping, gasping, and gurglin 
horritly, His dyes rolled. He clutche 


his waistcoat in anguish. He goggled 
and guggled. Harry Wharton came to 
a hale ‘on the landing, and watched him 
with interest. Loder had told Wharton 


T2E “ TRROW-IH.” 

HERE has beon a lot of talk this 
season about the “ throw-in” at 
football. Sam Weavor, tho Now- 
castle left-half, with his mighty 

throw, has beon tho ciuse of most: of it, 
and there has been a sort of compotition 
as to which footballor could got the ball 
the longest distanco with a legitimate 
two-handed, over-tlie-head throw, Weaver 
has many challengors to the right of tho 
title of throw-in champion. 

Weaver tells me that the only way to 
become efficiont in the art of the long 
throw-in is by constant practioo. 


He started by throwing from the 
edge of the penalty arca, and kept on 
trying until he could throw the ball 
well over the crossbar. He can now 
throw it from near the corner-flag 
to the far goalpost—a throw tohich 
is as good as a kick, 


‘Thore aro soveral little pointa raised in 
readers’ lettors concerning tho throw-in 
rule, and I am not surprised, becauss the 
wording of this rule is not nearly 90 cloar 
aa it might be. You know that it ia now 

rmissible for a player throwing tho 

i to stand with his feet on the line. 
The law saya: “A player throwing the 
ball must stand on both feet on or outside 
the touch-line facing the Getd of play.” 

One reader who is a wing half-back in 
his school team wants to know whether 
this moans that if he decides to stand on 
the touch-line it ia necessary for him to 
have both foot on tho line, oF can he stand 
with one foot on the lino and tho other 
behind it t 

I am quite sure that most linesmen 
would permit a player to atand in that 
way whon throwing tho ball—with one 
foot on tho line and one behind it, But it 
might cortainly bo argued that the worda 
I havo quoted suggest that he should have 
both feot either on or behind the lino. 

Thon thore is the question of whnt is 
moant by tho words “ facing the field of 

lay.” Can a thrower of tho ball be sai 

fo bo facing the fold of play if ho is looking 

along the lino towards the corner-flag. 
Literally he is sidewaya to the Geld of 
play—not facing it. I have nover yet soon 
a footballer throwing the ball in with his 
back to the fiold of play, and perhaps tho 
words wore only put thore to provent 
him doing this. 

As a last throw-in quory, 
raise his hols 1 He 1s alloy 
most linesmen, but here again the spirit 
of the rule, rather than tho letter of it, 
ia followed. I can’t for the lifo of mo #00 
how it can be said that a player is “ stand. 
ing on both foot " if ho is only on his toos. 
Aro a fellow's toce his feet I loave it to 
you to arguo further. 








can the thrower 
wed to do 60 by 


PerTees eee reer eter 


to follow him; so the junior waited 
politely till Loder led on again. In- 
stead of leading on, however, Loder sat 
on tho stairs winded, struggling frantio- 
ally for breath, and emitting strange, 
i 1oulate, perfectly horrible sounds. 
Well, my hat!” said Coker. “Get- 
ting in a fellow’s way—— Great pip! 
What's that?” 

The shoct of cardboard had dropped 
from Loder’s hand. Coker stared at it, 
and picked it up. He stared at it hard, 
stared at Loder, and stared at tho 


picture agaii 3 

“Wel,” said Cokor, with a deop 
breath, Memis is old Quelch, is it? Guy- 
ing a'Form master—a prefect of tho 
Sixth Form! My hat! So this is the 
way you amuse yourself, is it, Loder? 
Lucky for you @ beak hasn't soon this. 
All very well for a fag, but a Sixth 
Form profect— My hat!” 

Harry Wharton, on tho landing 
above. smiled, Loder, sitting on the 

(Continued on page 16.) 
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Buntor’s work of art, 4 

From below, three or four fellows came 

up. it had not scemed to occur to 
fora 


oe = Coker’s 
gate and Gwynne of the Sixth, 

lundell of the Fifth, ran up, 
them came ponderous ir. Prout, 
master of the Fifth. 

Their evos—all their eyes—fell on the 
remarkable work of art in Coker's 
hand. The semors stared and grinned. 
Mr. Prout stared, but did not grin. 
Mr, Prout frowned portentously. 

Upon my word!” said Mr, Prout. 

“Give that to mo, Coker! 
soul! From the—the inscription, this 
hideous end absurd Gguro is sppar- 
ently intended to represent my col- 
league, Quelch. Loder, I am amazed |” 
“Urrrrgh !” said Loder. 
Wingate and Gwynne raised him up, 
one on either side. Loder hung on 
them heavily, wrestling for wind. 
Coker’s bullet head, hard as heart of 
oak, had smitten hard, and Loder was 
almost in a state of asphyxiation. 

“Amazed!” said Prout. “ Astounded ! 
1 saw Coker tako this—this disrospect- 
ful and insulting picture from you, 

jor. I can sonrool 0 my eyes | 
‘You, a senior boy, a Sixth Form boy, a 
prefect, have boon guilty of this ab- 
surdity, this disrespectful absurdity { 
‘Upon my word!” 

Harry Wharton, 
banisters above, looked on with an air 


Bless m: 





of dotached interest. He appeared to TP 


matter. A 
athored on the 


have no concern in 
dozen other fellows 
landing, attracted by the deep boom of 
Prout's voice. Many eyes stared at 
the amazing pioture hich Prout held 
up, as if for the general inspection. 
Coker, who had taken. it Irom’ Loder, 
naturally supposed that it belonged to 
Loder. “Prout, who had seen him pick 
it up. fell into the same natural sup- 
sition, Loder could have enlightened 
him with a word, But Loder just then 
was incapable of a word, or even a 
syllable. All Loder could ssy was: 

“ Qooooooh 1” 








Which conveyed no meaning what- 


ever. 
“Foolish and thoughtless disrespect 

on the part of a junior,” boomed Prout, 

“is Repealed ible enough! But on the 
art of a Sixth Form senior— Words 
ail me, Loder ” 

pualgrtunately for Loder words failed 


im, also 

“7 shall take this” said Prout, “to 
Mr. Quolch, shall place it in his hands. 
No doubt he will place the matter bo- 
fore Dr ‘Locke, and you will bo called 
upon to answer for this outrageous 
prank, Lode 

“Urerergh |” gurgled Loder. 

Prout turned to go 

Loder, realising fis misapprehension, 
mado ‘a frantio effort to bpeak, But ho 
‘Tue Macner Lrnany.—No. 1,290. 








loaning on tho j, 


could only gurgle, He made a clutch 
at the cardboard in Prout's hand, and 


missed it Prout jerked it promptly 
out of reach. 

. “Hands off, sir!” boomed Prout. 
“Dare you attempt to repossess your- 
self of this insulting placard, Loder?” 

“Urrrgggh!” gurgied Loder. 





Prout swept away. : 

Loder, leaning heavily on Wingato 
and Gwynne, tottered down the stairs. 
Horace Coker went to his study for his 
football. He was in a hurry to get 
out with \t, to give Potter and Greene 
that promised demonstration. He got 
out with it a few minutes later; but 
ho did not give the promised demon- 
stration, Rotter and Greene having 
vanished into thin air. 

Moanwhile, Prout arrived at Mr. 





Quolch’s study. He tapped on the door 
and marched in, placard in hand. 
Mr. Quelch, at his writing-table, 
glanced up. 


ced up. 

“My dear Quelch,” said Prout, “look 
at that!” 

He laid the sheet of cardboard on the 
table before the Remove master. Mr. 
Quelch looked at it. He saw a drawn 
figure that might havo been a Red 
Indian, a chimney-sweep, or a South 
Sea cannibal; or a mixturo of all throo. 
Over it ho read the words “ HERE'S 
ANOTHER GUY!” Under it he read 
the words, “THIS IS OLD QUELCH |" 


Y ‘The capital letters gave no clue to the 


writer. 

“What—what—what is this?” ejacu- 
lated Mr. Quelch. 

“An insult to you, my dear sir!” said 
Prout. “I am shocked, indignant! I 
felt it my duty to bring it to your 
notice at ouce."” 

Prout, no doubt, was shocked ‘and in- 
di But thero was a gloam of 
relish in bis oye. Seldom, indeed, did 
the pondorous and portentous Prout 
have a chance of patronising the Re- 
move mastor. Now he was able to 
compassionate him, sympathiso with 
him, condole with him, point out unmis- 
takebly that hoe had been insulted. 
Prout was going to leave no doubt on 
that point. Quelch had been insulted, 
held up to ridicule—guyed, in fact—and 
his syinpathetio colleague was going to 














it in. 

An outrageous insult, my dear sir!” 
boomed P-out. “This ridiculous figure 
—this utterly absurd figuro—ie intonded 
to represent you. The resemblance is 
slight—”" 

“TL fail to understand you, sir!” 
yapped M-. Quelch. “There is no ro- 
semblance at all—none whatever!” 

“T will, if you desire, accompany you 
to the headmaster,” pursued Prout, “I 
earnestly recommend placing the snattor 
before Locke——* 

“Nothing of the sort!” snapped Mr. 
Quelch. “As you havo brought this 
picce of foolery here, sir, I conclude 
that you aro aware of the perpetrator. 
I deal with hum myself.” 

‘A Sixth Form boy—" 

“Wha-a-t?” 

“Hie name 1s Loder.” 

“Loder! ojaculated__Mr. Quelch 
blankly. Loder of the Sixth bad been 
very much in Mr. Quelch's good graces 
this term. “Impossible 1” 

“I am speaking from my own know- 
ledge, sir,’ said Prout. “This insult- 
ing | and " bumiliatin pissed, which 
holds you up to ridicule, to mockery, 
to—to general derision, was taken from 
Loder of tne Sixth Porm under my own 
eyes. He made an attempt to snatch 
it back from me, when ho learned that 
T intended to bring it to you. I am 
prepared to make this statement in tho 
presence of Dr. Locke. If you desire my 
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evidence, my dear Quelch, I am entirely 
at your service.” 

‘And, leaving the placard on Quelch's 
table, Prout left tho study, heading for 


Masters’ Common-room, to tho 
other “beaks” all about it, and ox- 
press. with inexhaustible eloquence, his 
indignation, and his sympathy for 
poor insulted Quelch. 


THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Bofore the Beak ! 


ODER of the Sixth tapped at Mr. 
Quolch’s door and oponed 

He had not recovered yot. 

He was broathing spasmodic- 

ally; he had a pain under his wa 

coat, and his complexion was ghastly. 

But ‘ho realised ‘that, he had. better 
lose no time in seeing Quelch. Prout's 
ridiculous mistako could not be cor- 
rected too soon. 

Ho found Mr. Quoloh standing in the 
study, the placard in his hand, and a 
very bitter expression on his face. 

Amazed as ho was, shocked and 
pained as he was, Quelch could not, of 
course, doubt Prout’s assurance. Prout 
had taken that msulting picture from 
Loder of tho Sixth—a prefect whom Mr, 
Quelch had trusted and treated with 
every consideration. 

Lodor’s “down” on Wharton of the 
Remove had been rathor a recom: 
miendation in the Remove master's 
eyes, now that ho was so deoply and 
bitteriy prejudiced against that mom- 
ber of his Form. He trusted Lodor; 
he almost liked him, though perhaps 
some deop instinct, deeper than reason, 
preventer from quite liking him. 
Only onco had ho spoken sharply to 

er—in Study No. 1 tho provious 
evening—and surely thero had been 
cause for that. Yet that petty incident, 
apparently, had caused Loder to bo 
guilty of this offence—drawing a 
ridiculous figure to “guy” the Removo 
master, no doubt intending to show it 
about ‘among the fellows and evoke 














disrespectful, laughter at — Quolch’s 
expense, 
It was bitterly offensive, bitterly 


humiliating, and ‘tho worst of it, was 
that Loder, being in the Sixth Form, 
Quelch had no authority over him, and 
could not deal with him, as ho would 
have liked to deal with him. Quelch 
would have given much to have Gerald 
Loder in the Lower Fourth for 
minutes. He would have laid on 
with unheard of onorg: 

His only resource was to place tho 
matter before the Head, and that he 
had decided upon, when Loder pre- 
sented hinself. "Oucleh's gimlot eyes 
fairly flashed at Loder as he appeared 
in the Hoorway: 

“Mr. Quelch—sir!” gasped Loder. 

Quelch easily understood his breath- 
Jess confusion and pallid looks. He 
knew what to expect, now that Quolch 
had found him out. 

He raised a commanding hand. 

“Not a word, Loder! Mr. Prout has 
acquainted me’ with the otrcumstances. 
‘You will accompany mo to Dr. Locke." 

“But, si 

“Follow me, Loder! You will 
answer for this to your headmaster. I 
will not bandy words with you,” said 
Mr. Quelvh, with biting scorn. 

“Ii neyer— I—I mean—I. 

Mr. Quelch Peeig past him like a 
thundercloud, and started for the 
Head’s study. Loder ran after him in 
dismay. 

“Mr. 
I say—”" 











elch, listen to me! Groogh! 
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“You may say what you have to say, 
sir, in tho presenco of your head: 
master!” thundered Mr. Quelch. “Do 
not address mo!” 

Ho strode on, at an accelerated pace, 


and Loder, gasping, followed. Mr, 
Quelch tapped at thé Head’s door and 
entered. 


Dr. Locke greeted him with a kind 
smile, which faded away at the sight of 
tho expression on Mr. Quelch’s face. 

“My dear Quelch!” ‘exclaimed the 

“What—” : 
“T beg you, sir, to look at this,” said 
Mr. Quelch, ‘placing Bunter's work of 
art under the astonished eyes of Dr. 
Locko. “This, sir, is tho work of a 
prefect of the Sixth Form—of Loder— 
and I have brought him here, sir, to 
place the matter in your hands,’” 

“Bless my soul!” said Dr, Locke 
blankly. 

“If you pleas, sir—” gasped 
Loder, following the incensed Remove 
master into the study. 

“Do not interrupt me, Loder!” 
barked Mr. Queich. “Dr. Locke, this 
insulting placard, intending to hold mo 
up to Fidioule, was found in Loder s 
possession by Mr, Prout, who tells mo 
that Loder attempted to snatch it away 
from him. Such a prank, sir, un- 
wortly even ot a foolish and thought- 
less junior——” 

“'] can scarcoly understand it,” said the 
Head, “I should never have dreamed 
thav ‘a Sixth orm boy of Groytriars 
could be guilty of such bad tasto, of 
such disrespect, of such——” 

“But, sir—” gasped Loder. 

“You aro cortain, Mr. Quelch, that 
Mr, Prout took this from Loder 
and—” 

“Ho so informed me, sir, and has 
offered to repeat the statement to you. 
Tho matter is beyond doubt. Loder 
camo to my study, indeed, a few 
minutes after Mr. Prout left, doubtless 
to attempt to make excuses—” 

“No oxcuse is possible, or accept: 
able!” said the Head. "As there 1s no 
doubt in the matter, I shall deal with 
Loder, I regrot—I very much regret— 
that tho traditions of Greyfriars mako 
it impossible to flog a boy in the Sixth 
Form, Otherwise, I should certainly 
flog you, Loder.” 

“But, sir,” raved Loder, “I never— 




















are expelled from Greyfriars. Will that 
satisfy you, Mr. Quelch?” 

“Certainly, sir; and I thank you!” 
said the Remove master. 

“Loder! I am waiting—” 

Loder was almost foaming. 

“Will you Ict me speak, sir?” he 
gasped. “I nover——” 

“Will you apologise this 
thundered the Head. “Oth: 
my study and pack your box ! 

“TI tell you I never——” 

“Enough!” Dr. Locke raised his 
hand. “Gol! I havo given you your 
choice, and you decline to apologise. 
Go! You ure expelled—” 

“TI nover—” 

“——from Greyfriars! Go and pack 
your box—” 

“I never—nover did—wasn’t—novor 
—oh crumbs! Never—didn’t\——” 

Loder was almost gabbling. 

“You will leavo by the next trait 

“YT wasn’t—didn’t—” 

“T shall give you a letter for your 
father. And——? 

“It was Wharton!’’ yelled Lodor. 
Tho Head’s commanding hand was 
fairly waving him out of the study, and 
Loder was desperate. “It wasn't mo. 
It was young Wharton. I took it away 
from him——” 

“What!” ejaculated Mr, Quelch. 

“Wha-a-at?” stuttered the Head, 

‘The two masters gazed at Loder. At 
long last he had a chance to speak. 

“It was Wharton—Wharton, of tho 
Remove—who drew that picture,” stut- 
tered Loder. “1 took it away from him. 
I was taking it to Mr. Quelch when that 
fool Coker—I mean when Coker, of the 
Fifth ran into me on tho stairs and 
knocked me over; and then Prout——” 

“Bless my soul!’ said tho Head 
blankly. 

“TI was taking it to Mr. Quelch, and 
told Wharton to follow me,” gasped 
Prout misunderstood —" 

u think this possible, Mr, 


stant?” 
@, leave 


















Quelch, for onc moment, was dumb- 
founded. He knew nothing, of courso, 
of the collision on the staircase and the 
winded and speechless state to which 
Loder had beon reduced. But one 
moment was enough for him, Ho 
leaped at the namo of Wharton like a 
pike at bait. ‘There was an in 
stantaneous change in his mind. Loder, 
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on the spot, was restored to his good 
graces. It was Wharton—Wherton, the 
rebel of tho Remove—Wharton, the’ dis- 
respectful young rascal—who was at 
the bottom of this. 

“Possible, _ sir!” repeated Quelch. 
“I am certain of it!” 

“But, sir, you stated positively that 
Loder—” 

“T was acting on what Mr. Prout told 
me—evidenuly a mistake—” 

“Really, Mr. Quelch, I think you 
might hayo ascertained whether thero 
was a mistake in tho matter before 
bringing a Sixth Form prefect beforo 
me as a culprit!” exclaimed the Head. 

Mr. Quelch crimsoned, 

“I—I am sorry, sir. 1 am aware that 
I have wasted your timo—I am very 
sorry indeed—’ 

“It appears, then, that Loder is not 
to be blamed in this matter,” said Dr. 
Locke, very much irritated. “This 
whole scene, sir, is absurd—absurd! It 
is ridiculous, sir!” 

Mr, Quelch was awaro of that. Tho 
Head’s majestic thunders had been dis- 
charged at Loder under a misappre- 
hension. Those thunders had to be, as 
it were, bottled up again, That old ass, 
Prout——_ At that moment Mr. Quelch, 
in the privacy of his own mind, actu- 
ally characterised his colleague ‘as an 
old ass! But it was Wharton who was 
at the bottom of it—that young rascal, 
Wharton— Quelch caught at that! 

“Tho blamo is Wharton's, sir,” ho 
said, in a low and bitter voice, “Had 
not Wharton drawn this disrespectful 
and insulting picture, the orror could 
not have arisen. The boy Wharton——” 

“Let there be no further mistake in 
the matter, sir,’’ said the Head acidly, 
“After your positive statement that 
Loder drew this picture, I shal! require 
proof that it was the work of another 
hand. In what way is Wharton con- 
nected with the matter?” 

“T found this picture in his study, 
sir,” said Lodor. “It was Wharton’s 
work. J told him to follow me when 
I took it to Mr. Quelch—and then tho 
accident happened on tho stairs, and 
Mr. Prout—” 

“Nevor mind that now!” snapped tho 
Head. ‘Am I to understand that you 
aro positive that it was the work of 
Wharton?” 

(Continued on next page.) 



































“What? You deny: 

“Yes, sir, I—I never—? 

“Do ‘you deny that Mr. Prout took 
this disgraceful ‘and disrespectful draw- 
ing from you, Loder?” exclaimed the 
Head, 

“No, sir! Oh, nol But—” 

“Then say no moro. I cannot fog 
you, Loder, but your punishment——” 

“But T say—” 

“Your punishment will bo as severo 
as I can make it,” said tho Head 
sternly. “I shall deprive you of your 
rank of prefect, and of your Sixth 
Vorm priviloges.” You will’ be placed 
under detention’ for six half-holidays, 
and you will write out a whole book of 


Thueydides. And you will apologise to 
Mr. Quelch immediately, and in my 
biescnoe—? 





“Or else,” said the Head, in a deep 
voice, “or else, Loder, I shall expel 
you from the school, Mako your choice 
at once,” 

“But, sir!’ shrieked Loder. “But I 
tell you I nover——” 

Dr. Locke roso to his feet. 

“Waste no more time, Loder! Either 
tee apologise to Mr. Quelch, in the 

umblest terms, here and now, or you 
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Loder did not, hesitate. Ho was 
itive in his own mind; anc ps 
Priced foctiBebte to hiss vo strotan 
@ point in the way of evidence, to 
bolster up what was absolutely certain. 
Any doubt in the matter might revive 
guspioion in, Quelch’s mind; ‘the thing 
he fixed on Wharton now. It 

was no time for hesitation, in Gerald 
Loder’s opinion. His answer came at 


‘once. 





am absolutely positive, sir! 
was drawing this picture when ¥ looked 
into his stud; i covered it up with 
a sheet of per to fude it. 
Having sech hosting Sivas doing, 
insisted on removing the blotting 





He Quel 


remarks looked at the two rather 
curiously. 
“What's on, you men?” asked the 


Bounder. 

” said Bunter promptly: 
“Don’t you be i caypisitirs,, Smithy! L 
never could stan oingussitivencas| 1 
nover drow a guy of Quelch in Whar- 
foals study, and Loder never found it 


fat idiot was caricaturing 
in my study,” said Harry. 
“Loder’s taken the rubbish, and he’s 
ing to report that I did it. "Old Prout 
ed it from Loder, and seems 
that Loder did it; but I pa 





thin! 


they'll call on mo any ntinute, If they 


off and shrugged his 


“You won't give Bunter 


Be broke 


away?” 


paper 

hardly occurred te Loder, at that 

moment, that ‘cis, was falschood. He “guider 
hed not doube that 


said the Bounder. 


ston’ hand” bouche daewint te: pice POF ane nak senpped Here 
ino jin Sad ie fA “found sy “Bunter ought to own wpe ail 
im alone re th foture. tad 
resto that te mt shines ; ST can see him doing it!” grunted 
ut it was euch & very stretch" « 
thet it'did not seen’ to mation He Busse ia Youre bound to own ae 


hhad to make the thing certain. 
“Very well,” said the Head. “*E will 
send for Wharton” 
And Harry Wharton was sent for. 


‘THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 


Loder’s Lie t 
ARRY, old che 
‘H “You fee 
Bomora, . His fat conscionce wae quite 
worried. ' He had been: looking tor 
Wharton, and he found him in the Rag. 
After the collision on the staircase, 
when Loder had been helped away by 
two of tho Sixth, Wharton had walked 


away to tho Rag wondering how Be 4 
affair 


Billy Buntor rolled up to oo 
quite ‘sn snsious blink. 
, old chap! I b ii 
terse! Tess wet tee 
Harry Wharton laughod. 
Bunter bad not fren) tho 
staitoase, and, Gnding WI 
qupposed that that the, ait to Quelch’s study 
he was anxjous 
to know paid Perks ton had been 
Ticked "but. he was still: more anaious 
to know whothor he was to, bo licked 
imself! ‘Thor was 
shpat Stas Be gees 
“T haven't seen elah yet, ass,” 
swored Harry, “and when Ido, ‘you'd ow 
Batter, como ‘dnd tall "him that “if was 
your fatheaded nonsense—eee ? 

“Oh dear!” 1 thought i was over b 
this time” sighed Bunter. “I say, ol 
chap, you're not giving pal away, are 
yout 

Whastoo, grunte. 

"You" titer own up!” hi ed. 
“Eoder thinks I’ drew that rotten 
picture, as it was in my, study, and he’s 





seing © to tell Quelch so.” 
|, you can say you didn’t!” said 
Bunter “You needn't mention me. 


Say a Fourth Form chap did it—” 
‘You potty porpoise—" 


to Brel F suppose Quelch would want 
yw the man’s name,” said Bunter 
Hhonghtfully. "Look here, old. fellow, 





im an mention any name you like, 66 


ae it’s it spot mine—see ? 


“aa or oe oa fellows who heard these 
‘Tur Macwer Limnary.—No, 3,280, 


afer Tr 


everer. “You can’t leave Wharton to 
ity” 


"Oh, really, Mauly——" 
“You won't it so bad as Wharton, 





either,” said leverer. “If thoy can 
make out that bbg yl hes os 
ho will get it hot 
But ‘you will get 


oF Ii iter, boin feta ‘known 
to ben born Sdiot, old fat 

“Why, you checky bea 
Trotter, the page, put his head into 


the 
ae hale Seg here?” asked 


pera ate Ge wants 2 ou in, bi his 

sic, 

Ue, thors, oir” added Trotir, ‘by es, by ay te 
ee ia warnil ie captain 





Botow stairs, as 
known that Harry Wharton was sailing 
in troubled waters these days. 

“Thank you, kid!” aid Hany 


“Ho foft tho Rag, and, with = cool, 
hard expression on his face, repaired to 
the Head’s study. Prout’s Niiquiovs 
=e bad, of course. made no differ- 
to tho outcome of the matter. 
Wharton had to face the musio for 
Bunter's fatuous fol 
It was Quelch’s chance, and, unless 
he gave Bunter away be was “tor” 











this time, He had no intention what. 
ever of giving Bunter away. It was the 
duty of form master and the head- 


mastor to discover the right culprit 
before. administering punishment "ho 
told himealf savagely; if thoy choso ¢ te 
[reer the wrong man without 

jot them get on with it! It wees 
a in| Gren = he would get his 


"He Saar St the Head’s door and 
"Bunter’s great work lay on the Head's 


table. na ke was looking grave 
and = any Quelch intenrely _ ox- 
asporat jer black and bitter, 


The junior felt rather a2 if he had 
stepped into a hornet’s. 
Wharton!” Dr. Locke pointed with 
a forefinger to the picture. “This is 
your work I” 
“No, sir!” answered Wharton. 
“Loder informs me that he took it 
from your study——” 
“That is correct, sir,” said Harry. 
Another fellow had the check to do 
it in my study. I have not even touched 


Mr. Quotas lip curled contemptu- 

oy, arton caught his scornful 
end coloured with angor. Why 

Std ti his word be doubted? 

‘My Form master does not seem to 














. fellow’s name if I lil 
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— 
ave 


believe mo, sir,” ho said steadily. 
F hope that, you will do so. 2 
my word, sif, that I nover tou 
sheet of cardboard 1” 
Hainly 1 do mot believe you, 
Wharton,” said the Remove master. 
jeither_ will Dr, Locke betiove a 





Bare headmaster. 


king ‘the truth, sir!” said 
, rit bis 
i 


it 
icture: ries a 
der 


iF cannot betieve you,” 
“Loder’s statement, is 
that he saw you drawing this 


proture—* 
we kine started es if a cerpent had 
im. 
ler saw me cover it with the bdlot- 


ett 


that ho 
not say 


ting-pad, sir! He fer igs 
saw me drawing it. 
that !” 
“He bas said so!” 
Wharton swung round towards Loder. 
pir poe gd bully of the Sia. 


drawing itt” 


foo Bay 90 


Ho could 


wage bo sae 


ur? Do you 
fooe and xy oo. you iviag 


a .” almost souted Ms. Quelat- 
proto in wrat 

PWewen t How dare you use such 
oxpressions in my presence !* 

¥ say that Loder is a our and a 

ing hound!” roared Wharton, lost to 

ail predonce and ‘and to alt senge of decorum 

he never saw what 

io aera es bi. could not have, 

because I never drew the picture and 

never tout I coul girs the 

would 

not deny it, though he ra the pluck 

to come here and own up 

“If that is true, give the namo |” aid 
the Head ere. 

And Loder for a omens a 
Had he made a mistake, after all? 

“T cannot give the name!”  Gxolatmed 
Wharton passionately, and Gerald 
Loder breathed again. “£ should be 

hooted out of the Form if I sneaked 
about any fellow! I can’t give him 
away, and Lodor knows it!* 

“Thoro is no namo to be given, si 
said Loder smoothly. |“ Even Wha 
bad as I think ho is il hardly aoouso 
another boy falsely.’ 

“You have aed mo falsely, and 

uu know it!” shouted Wharton. You 

Esters I drew that rotten silly picture, 
ou never saw mo——” 








g 











yessped, Mr. Quelch, 
said the Head grimly, 
“and the severest flogging that I have 


ever administered—' 

Tap! ‘The opening of the study door 
interrupted the headmaster of Grey- 
friars a full tide. 


THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
The Right Thing! 


ORD MAULEVERER tapped 
Billy Bunter gently on a fat 


shoulder. 
of the Remove 





The Owl 
blinked at him lugubriously. 
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With his head bent, Coker flew up the stairs like a bullet from a rifle. 
him. Indeed, It was only a split second after Coker 


waistcoat button. 


Several follows in the Rag had told 
Bunter what they thought of him, and 
left it at that, But Mauly was not 
going to leave it at that. 

Bunter was not impervious to what 
fellows thought of him. But he did not 
want to be licked! Very much indeed 
he did not want to be licked! And now 
come before the 





¥, to your studs, 
hat about tea, old 


to the Head, 
‘TI haven't! The—the fact is, 
it—it’s all a mistake!” groaned Bunter, 
*T nover drow that picturo, really! I 
never meant to pin it on the black- 
board for old Quelch to seo! I—I'm 
not saying that Wharton did it, you 
know! But—but some other chap— 
who, I can't imagino! It—it—it’s ono 
of those mysteries, you know |” 
“Como on!” said Mauloverer, and he 
tucked a slim arm under a fat one, and 
drew Billy Bunter to the doorway of tho 


see 








aR. 
*Ai_1—1 say, whoro are you going?” 
inter, in alarm. 
tudy, old chap” 

!” howled Bunter. “Leggo! 
I—I_ won’t go! I-—I'’ve got some lines 
to do—lines for Loder—I mean, Win- 


gate—' 
“This way, Bunty.” 
“What I mean is, I've got to see 








“* Urrrrrrrgh {”* gasped Loder. 





Lascelles—he’s giving mo extra maths. 
I—I'm rather keen on extra maths—" 

“Oh gad | Look here, Bunter, come 
on!” Mauly hooked the reluctant fat 
Owl out of the Rag. “You can’t loavo 
Wharton to it! It’s up to a man to own 
up when the wrong man’s nailed. You 
can take a whopping.” 

“I—I—] don’t want to be whopped !” 
wailed Bunter. 
‘Wharton would get it worse—” 
‘Well, that wouldn't matter so much, 
you know! Look here, if Quelch doosn’t 
nail him on this ho will nail him on 
something elso! So—so it comes to tho 
samo thing, old chap!” 





Gently but firmly Lord Mautoveror 
was edging Bunter towards Hoad’s 
vorridor’ Mauly, if ho could, was 





to sce that Bunter did the right thing. 
Bunter wanted to do the right thing. if 
it came to that! But he did not want to 
be whopped. He really proferred doin 
the right thing, if no whopping ba 
been involved. As it was, ho had a 
proferonce for the wrong thing and no 
whopping! 





“Can’t leave another man to take 
your gruel, old bean,” said Mauly. 
“That's one of the things that aren’t 


done, you know." 

“II say, Mauly,” groaned Bunter— 
“1 say, old chap, l-l-let’s go to your 
study first! I—I shouldn't mind seeing 
the Head after tea! Let—tet’s talk it 
over—over tea, what?” 

“No time for talk,” said Lord 
Maulevorer. “Wharton may be up for 
a flogging already! You'll get off with 
six with a cane.” 

Yow-ow-ow! Think 1 want six with 
a cane, you blithering idiot?” howled 
Bunter. " “Look here, Mauly, the fact 
is—the actual fact is—that J know 
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Loder, who was coming down, had no time to avold 
awned on him that Coker’s bullet head smote Loder on his second 
“* What the thump !”" exclaimed Coker. 


nothing whatever about that picturo 
guying, old Quoleh |” Really, ¥ don't 
now for certain thac there's ‘a picture 
at all, as I've never geen it! I can’t 
to tho Head and tell whoppors, 
ly! ‘That wouldn't bo right 
crumbs !” gasped Maulevorer. 
Let's go 
then: 








your study and have toa, 


fterwards!” said Mauly. “Tl 
wait for you at the corner of tho 
passage, Bunter, and we'll go up to my 
study and tea—a rippin’ tea—any old 
thing hee like—enough te burst you all 
over the Remove passage, what?” 
“Oh!” said Bunter. 
Lord Mauleverer had touched tho 
ight chord! 
Well. after all, what’s a licking?” 
eaid Bunter. “I can stand a licking, 
Mauly1 I'm not soft, you know ! 
“Hard as nails!” said 
encouragingly. 
“Tt_needs pluck to tace tho Head,” 
id Bunter.“ Well, I’vo got pluck.” 
Tons of it!’ said Mauly. 
The fact is, pluck’s my long suit,” 
said Bunter. “You remember how I 
saved your life, Mauly, over and, over 
again when we were out in Egypt in tho 
























Mauly 








vae?” 

Did you? Oht Yass! Saved it 
dozens of times,” agreed Mauleverer. 
“Kept on savin’ it, what? Much 





got. you know! 

“Come on,” ugreed Bunter, and ho 
rolled into Head's corridor, “Who's 
afraid to own up, I'd like to know! Not 
mel 1 shall go in and faco the Head, 
Mauly. and say— Will there be a 
cake ee tea, old chap?” 
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20 
“Eh! You won't say that to the 
Hoad, will you?” gasped Mauly. 


“No, ass, I'm saying that to you,” 
said Bunter peovishly. “I suppose there 
will be a cal ” 

“Two!” said Mouleverer. 

“Oh, good! Como on!’ The sooner 
we get it ovor the better |_ I’m not going 
to soo a fellow whopped for what he 
hasn’t done! It wouldn’t bo manly,” 
said Bunter, “What about jam, 
though?” . 

“Three kinds of jam, whole jar of 
cach kind!” said Lord Mauleverer. 

Billy Bunter smiled ecstatically. This 
was worth a caniny won a Head’ 
whopping! Bunter felt that he could 
face tho Head in his study like Daniel 
facing tho lions in the den. Two cakes 
and threo, jars of jam—what was a 
whopping in comparison with that? 

They reached the door of the Head's 
study. Arrived there, Bunter felt» 
sudden palpitation. His courage, which 
had been screwed up to the sticking- 
point, seemed to come suddenly unstuc! 

“1-1 gay, Mauly—don't knock! I'li 
knock in—in a minute,” he 
breathed. “TI say, on second thoughts— 
socond thoughts are best, you know— 
let's leavo it till after tea—— Beast!” 

Lord Mauleverer knocked at the door. 

“Go in and win, old chap !"" he whis- 
pered. and ho opened the door and gavo 

i 


















Billy Buntor a push behind, and th fat 
junior staggered in. 
Mauly drew the door shut behind him. 


Bunter was fairly landed now! Ho 

stood in tho Head's study, and the Head 

and Mr. Quelch and Lodor of the Sixth 
and Harry Wharton all stared at him. 

Tho Head, interrupted in the full tide 

of majestic eloquence, not only stared— 

jared. 

“Who—who—what—— Mr. Quelch, 
what does this boy of your Form want?” 
rapped the Head. “Am_I to be con- 
aantly interrupted by Lower boys? 

ally —” 

“Go sway at once, Bunter !" snapped 

juelch. 

‘Oh! Yes, sir 1” gasped Runtor. 
Bunter wanted nothing better than to 
0 away! Now that ho was in ¢! 
fend’s awful presonco, and under # 

gimlot oye of hie Form master, even toa 

in_Mauly’s study scemed less attractive. 

Bunter longed only to escape. 

Ho turned to the door and grasped 
the handle. But it did not turn, and tho 
door did not open. Evidently ‘the door 
handle was hold outside. — Lord 
Mauloverer, it appeared, did not trust 
Bunter farther than he could seo him. 
‘Tho fat Owl's escapo was cut off. 

Bless. my soul!” said the Head. 
“What is that boy dog? Why docs 
that boy not leave my study?” 

‘oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. “I— 


“Why have 
exclaimed the 

“T think Bunter may hayo something 
to tell you, sir!” said Harry Wharton. 
Ho, at least, was at no loss to guess 
why Buntor had come, though ho could 
seo that now the fat Owl was there he 
was too frightened to say what he had 
come to say. 

“What? Be silent, Wharton! 
dare you speak! Bunter—” 

“Go, it, “Bunty !” camo a whisper 
through the keyhole. The door handle 
was held outside in a grip of iron. 

“Oh doar! say, sir!” Buntor 
blinked at the Head and desperately 
made the plunge, “Tho fact is, si 
Oh tor’! I—I—T did it, 6 

“Whet? You did what?” 

‘Terror mastered 
Buntor again. “I—I moan, I didn’t do 
it, sir! hat—that’s what I meant to 
say, sir !"" 
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ze come here, Bunter?” 
load. 





How 
























“Ts this boy of 
senses, Mr. Quelcl 
“I cannot understand tho boy, sir,” 
said Mr. Quelch. “He is certainly the 


our Form in his right 


stapidest boy in the Remove. Bunter, 
why——" 


“Oh lor’ t” 





fact, a glimmering of the truth dawned 
on the Head’s mind. 

“Oh! Yest I—I mean no, sir! I— 

I—I don’t want to be whi wailed 

’'d own up like a shot, sir, 

don’t want to be 











“You would own up to what, 
Bunter?” asked the Head. “If you have 
anything to tell mo in connection with 
this——” He tapped tho picture on his 
table with his forefinger. 

Bunter groaned. 

“Tt—it—it was only a j-j-joke, 
I—I never meant to pin it on the 
board for Quelch to see, sir Oh orikey f 
I—I wish I'd put it in the fire now when 
Wharton told me to! Oh lor’ !”” 

Mr. Quelch gazed at him, transfixed. 
Loder turned almost green. Both of 
them understood now why Bunter was 
there. Loder felt an unpleasant palpita- 
tion at his heart. Hoe had stated that 
he had actually seen Wharton drawing 
that picture! And now Bunter— 

5 ae freely, Bunter,” said tho Head 
quietly. “If you have como here of 
your own accord tg tell mo the truth I 
shall request your Form master to deal 
with you loniently.”” 

Bunter brightenod up. 

Oh! Thank you, sir! I—I—I di 

it in Wharton’ 

ir! It was only a—a—a lark! 

I'd put it in the fire when he told me 
to—— 














is absurd picture?” 











harton advised you to put it in the 
fro?” 

“Ho—ho said it wasn't safe to lark 
with Quelch !” groaned Bunter, “He 
told me to chuck it into tho fire. Oh 
lor"! wish T had! Tho fact is, II 
was going to, but—but I didn’t! I 
didn’t know Loder was coming up spy- 


ing in Wharton’s study that very 
minuto! Oh dear!” < 

“Wharton did not draw the picture?” 

“No, sir! Oh dear!” 

“Did ho touch it at all?” 

“Ow! No! IT just left it on his 
tablo while I wont out to soe whether 
Loder was about, and—and almost ran 
into the beast—I—I mean Loder—and— 
and T nover know he would think 
Wharton had done it, sir! I—I didn’t 
mean to put it on Wharton! I—I—” 
Buntor's voico trailed off. 

There was a dead silonco in tho 
Head's study. Dr. Locke's oyes wore 
fixed on Gerald Loder now with a cold, 
penetrating look that sont a chill down 
Loder’s marrow. 

“Loder! Do you adhere to your 
statement that you saw Wharton draw- 
ing this picture in his study?” asked 
the Head, in a voice that seomed to 
proceed direct from the depths of a 


refrigerator. 
jer hardly breathed, 








“TI certainly thought so, sir! It— 
it was on his study tablo—ho was hond- 
ing over it. T cortainly had the 


impression that he was drawing it—” 

“Do you adhere to your statement 
that he was drawing it, in view of what 
Bunter bas just stated?” 

“N-no, sir! I—I conclude that I was 
—was mistaken! In the—the circum- 
stances, the—the error was a natural 
one, I think—” 
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“Quite 2 natural one, in the ciroum- 
stances, I think,” said Mr. Quelch, 
coming to tho rescue of the hapless 
prefect. “As Wharton was alono in 
the study, with the picture—” 

“Such an error should not be made 
by a Sixth Form boy in tho position of 
a prefect,” said the Head, “But for 
this boy 'Bunter's confession I should 


have flogged Wharton, on your 
evidence, Loder, which turns out to be 
unfounded, I’ must believe that you 


thought you were speaking the truth, 
but you were in error—an error 8 
sorious that you havo very nearly caused 
your headmaster to commit an act of 
injustice! I cannot overlook this, 

lert No prefect should make such 
& mistake.” 

The Head paused a moment. 

“For the rest of this torm, Loder, you 
are deprived of your profectship! 
shall consider whether to reinstate you 
next term! You may go!” 


wind several 
over the limi 
come down, 

oxprossible as ho d's study. 
Ho was no longer » prefoct—the powor 
of the ashplant was taken from his 








hands. Wi oping fellows ho disliked 
was a thing of past. From that 
moment Loder had no moro authority 
to whey: batten than Wharton had to 
whop 1 Loder passed Lord Maul- 
everer the passage with an expres- 

ion on his faco that made his lordship 


mp as he saw it 
“It ‘appoars, Mr. Quelch,” nid, the 
Head co ly, “that Wharton had nothing 
to do with’ this matter except to give 
this foolish boy Buntor oxcollent advioo. 
On another occasion, Bunter, you will do 
well to take advice from Wharton, who 
has a wisor head than your own. 

presumo that Wharton may bo dismissod 





now, Mr, Quolch.” 

“I—I-I ‘think so, sir!” gasped Mr. 
Quolch.  ““As—as’ Loder was in—in 
error— 





You may go, Wharton I” 






Harry ‘Wharton left the study, and 
Lard Bauloveres linked tema with bisa 
i iked him away. 





al uly, 
“Quite! Did you make that fat idiot 


own Sg 
“Woll, sort of,” agreed Mauly, “I'm 
suro he’ wanted’ to do the right thing, 
and I sort 0. helped to persuade him. 
What's tho matter with Lodor 1” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
Qhuoked out of his profeot’s job.” 


“Oh gad! That's good news 
Mr, Quelch came away from tho 
Head's study, followed by Bunter, He 


affected not to see Wharton in the pas- 
sage. Bunter blinked dolorously at the 
two juniors as he followed his Form 
master. The Head had requested Mr. 
Queloh to deal leniently with Bunter, 
in view of his confession; but the look 
on Quelch’s face made Bunter feel very 
doubtful about the leniency. Judging 
by the howls that were heard short! 
altorwards from Queloh’s study, Buntor’s 
doubts were well founded. 

Tt was a dismal and dolorous Ow! 
that tottered into Lord Maulevorer's 
study afterwards. Mauly and Wharton 
wore there, and tos was on the table. 
Bunter, for once, was a follow who his 
lordship and the captain of the Remove, 
delighted to honour, It was a gorgeous 








spread. 
Pow t Wow, wow!” said Bunter, as 
he trickled in. “Ow! That beast 


Quolch has takon it out of me—wow! 
T've had six—ow! Ho said he would 
have made it twelve if I hadn't owned 
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up! Yow-ow! I don’t believe he was 
really—he wanted Wharton to have it! 
“Toa’s ready, old bean!” said Mauly, 
“ Yow-ow-ow I” 
“Lve got three cakes—" 
“Wow I” 
“Bhreo jare of jam—" 
“*Whoooh-oooh |” 
“Ham and eggs and sossos—* 
Bunter ceased to groan, 
“Meringues and cream puffs and eclairs——” 
Bunter smiled. 
“Tuck in, old chap |” 
Bunter tucked in, 
And all was calm and bright. 


THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
The Fall ot the Mighty I 


lad 3 owned up, 
fow! Wow!” 


! 
Herbert Vernon-Smith, cutting across the path in 
brealc tho next morning, ran “into Loder of the 
nxt, 

He bumped right into Loder’s back, and the Sixth-Former 
staggered, 

Ho recovered himself and spun round, his eyes flaming 
at, tho Bounder, 

“Ohi Sorry, Loder!” said Smithy coolly. 

“Go to tay study, Vernon-Smith, and wait for me there |” 
roared Lod 


BB’ 





“T'll watch it!” grinned Smithy. 

And ho shoved his hands into his pockets and walked 
away whistling. 

Lodor stared after him, 


He remembered. 

Ho was no longer a profect! Ho had no power to order 
a junior to go to his study for a whopping. 

der had wielded his prefect’s powers so long, and got 
so used to them, that it was a little difficult to realise tho 
change. 

Ho had wielded those powers to the full—to the utmost 
possible oxtent—using thei to cover his natural proclivities 
towards bullying—and, naturally, be had been extremely 
unpopular in the Lower School. 

‘Tho news had spread like wildfire through Greyfriars that 
Loder of the Sixth was no longer a prefect. And that 
bump in the back, which had nearly knocked him over, was 
one of the first results! 

Sixth Form men had to bo treated with some respect, 
prefects or not. But Loder, shorn of his authority, was 
ikely to get the very minimum of respect from the 
jumors. All he could do now was to report a cheeky 
junior to a prefect, and leave it at that—or take the law 
into his own hands and punch a fellow, as if he were a 
Lower boy himself! 

It was & great and mortifying change! Only on suffer- 
ance now could he enter the prefects’ room—not unless a 
prefect asked him. No longer could he walk with an ash- 
plans tucked under his arm, the terror of Lower boys! No 
longer could he utter the words “Bend over!” Like 
Lucifer, Son of the Morning, he bad fallen from his high 
estate, and great was the fall thereof! 

‘The real trouble was that Loder was not a fellow anybody 
would have respected on his own, as it were. As a prefect 
he had been dreaded, Had ho been a “Blood ”—a. great 
man at games—he would have been looked up to with awe. 
Blundell of the Fifth, for instance, was nobody from an 
official point of view—merely a Fifth Form man, like Coker 
or Greone—but being a First Eleven man, Blundell was 
great! Nobody would have dreamed of bumping Bluncell 
in the back as he walked in the quad—the thing was 
unthinkable, 

But Lodor was a slacker at games, as at grorything else, 
Only on rare occasions did he fill a vacant place in the 
First Eleven games. Had Wingate or Gwynne lost his 
rank as prefect he would still have been the object of awe 
and admiration as a tremendous “Blood.” 

But Loder had nothing to fall back on—he was not even 
good in class. He was, in fact, good at nothing—and good 
for nothing! Now that he was no longer a prefect he was 
not feared—and he had never been liked or fespected or 
admired. It was borne in upon his mind that a lot of old 
scores would be paid off, now that he was no longer an 
object of terror. 

(o tramped along the path with knitted brows, savagely. 
Bumped in the back by a cheeky junior—good heavens! 
He heard a titter as he went, 9 was unaware, so far, 
that that cheeky young scoundrel, Vernon-Smith, had had 
an ulterior motive in bumping bim in the back. In the 
moment of collision Smithy had hooked a card to the back 


(Continued on next page.) 
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‘of Lodor’s coat-tail with a fish hook. 
The card bore the inscription, in large 
capital letters: 


“HERE’S ANOTHER GUY!” 


Loder walked on in happy unconscious- 
ness of that placard on his back. In the 
days of his prefectship it would bave 
been impossible, Now it was possible, 
and Smithy bad dono wt! It was not 
surprising that a titter followed Loder 
a8 45 went, The quad was crowded 
Pith follows in breaks, and, many, eyes 
fell on the card on Loder’s back. 

“Hore’s another guy!” yelled Tubb 
of tho Third. 

Peat you fel ked Bill 

“TI say, you fel lows,” squeaker silly 

“Hero's another guy! Ho, be, 


ha, hal” roared Coker of tho 
Seo that, you men? Look at 
Some uy—whatt” 


Cy 
follows, look at Loder t” 
hal” 

















sides, 


and 
have dared, wi 
But what tho diokens wero they laugh- 


reughad., ‘They would not 
en ho was a profect! 
ing at? 
Tough at. 

Ho. passed Bob Cherry and his 
friends, who looked puzzled as ho camo 
up—not being able to see through 
Loder, they did not see tho card on his 
back as ho camo up, and were 
puzzled as Loder to know what the 
merriment was about. But whon he 
passed thom, and they saw tho card, 
thoy’ yelled. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob 
Cherry. “Horo’s another Ey Cg 

“Tho puvfulness is terrifo. 

a, bel” 


Loder could seo nothing to 





glared round at them. Nover 
had bo missed so sorely the power of 
tho ashplant! Ho would have given a 
form's pocket-money to order those 
cheoky young rascals to bend over and 
take six! jut thoy would only havo 
Jaughed at such an order from a follow 
who was not  profeot. Hoe tramped on 
savagely. 

“Ha, ha, ha!” camo in a sudden yell 
from Harry Wharton as ho passed tho 
captain of the Remove, and Wharton 
spotted the placard. ; : 

lor spun round on him furiously. 
Xt was this junior—this mutinous youn} 
sooundrel—who had caused him to fall 
from bis high estate! He owed it all 
to Wharton! He did not choose to re- 
momber that ho owed it to the fact 
that he had told lies about Wharton to 
the Head. He strode at the captain of 
the Remove, his Cis blazing. 

Wharton jumped back. 

“Hands off, 





you rotter!” he said 
goolly. “Put @ pew on mo, Loder, and 
Yl knock you spinning! It won't be 
the sack now to give you a prize nose, 
you our!” 

At the beginning of the term 
Wharton had had « narrow escape of 
the “sack” for punching Loder. But 
Loder had been a prefect then! That 
mado all tho difference! A prefect 
ropresented the headmaster—to punch a 
prefect was, in effect. to punch all 
authority! But punching # fellow who 
vag nota. prefect, was sfmply punching 
a fellow! Certainly it was a risky pro- 
ceeding for @ junior to tackle a big 
Sixth Form man who towered over 
him. But that was «ll the risk thero 
was in it—there was no authority now 
fohind Loder. 
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ad knocked 
Loder camo striding at 


him savagely. 

“You cheeky little rotter—” 

“You cheeky vig rotter!” retorted 
Wharton. 


Blows wero struck the next moment. 
Thoro was a yell from a dozen direc- 
tions, 

“T say, you fellows, they're scrap- 

ing 





ior and Wharton—my hat! 
Lend a band, you men!” shouted the 
Bounder. 

“Back up, Removol” 

‘Thero was a rush of juniors to the 
spot. Wingate of tho Sixth strode up 
with a frowning brow. Ho grabbed 
Lodor unceremoniously by the arm, and 
dragged him back. Lodor panted with 
ui 


“Hands off, you fool !” ho roared. 

“What? ind what you say, 
Loder!” snapped tho Greyfriars cap- 
tain. “Let that kid alono! Haven’ 
you sonso enough not to scrap in the 
quad with a fag—you a Sixth Form 
man! Chuck it this instant!” 

“Blind your own business!” roared 

lor. 

Ho toro his arm froo from Wingato's 
grasp, and mado a jump towards 
Wharton, Wharton's hands went uy 
again like lightning. 
voice broke in. 

“T’vo told you to chuck it, Loder! 
Do you want me to tell you’ to bend 
over and take six?” 

r started convulsively. 

Ho stared almost dazedly at tho head 
profect of Greyfriars, his hands drop- 
Ping to his sides, 

That was another outco.ne of his loss 
of profect’s rank! It was truo that 
seniors wero celdom or  nover 
“whopped.” But it was equally true 
that soniors, oven Sixth Form men, 
could bo whopped it a p.ofect saw fit 
to whop them! Wingato, had he liked, 
could have ordered woder to bend over, 
just as Loder had bon accustomed to 
ordoring fags. 

dor, almost foaming, turned and 
tramped away. Hoe was feeling rather 
like Cain of old, t‘at ns punishment 
was greater than he could bear. Win- 
gato, glancing after him, saw tho 
iy ard on his back, and burst into a 
aug 


= 








But Wingate's 












tramped to tho House. 

Prout od at his furtous faco, and 

frown en, as Lodor passed, he 
Janced at his back and jumped. 

Loder!” he sapped out. “You 


ridiculous boy, take that off your coat 
at once! How can you—a Sixth Form 
boy—bo so uttorely absurd?” 

“W what?” stuttored Loder 
hal” came a roar from the 
“Another guy! Ha, ha, hal” 

“J understand,” boomed Prout, “that 
you aro no longer a profect, Loder! I 
‘am not surprised at it when you are 
guilty of such childish pranks!” But at 
all events, you might have somo respect 
for the Form to which you bolong— 
some sense of propriety, Loder! How 
dare you, a senior, play such infantile 
prani 2 

“What 





do you mean?” shricked 


er. 

“Do not raiso your voico in addross- 
ing mo, Loder! ¥ am not to bo treated 
with impertinenco!” boomed Prout. 
“Have a. on 1 Tako that off your 
back! You caused cnough un- 
scomly morriment, Loder.” 
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"Is there anything on my back?” 
gasped tho bewildered Loder. 

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled a dozen fellows. 

Loder twisted round, trying to look 
at his back. It dawned upon him that 
there was some hidden cause for tho 
outburst of hilarity in the quad. Ho 
looked so oddly likp a kitten chasing its 
tail, as he twisted round, that there was 
a frosh yell of laughter. 

“Take it off!” boomed Prout. “Tako 
it off at once! Upon my word—a 
Sixth-Form boy holding himself up to 
ridioule m this mannor—upon my wordt 
Have you no self-respect, Poder} ‘avo 
You no sonso of the dignity of o senior 
Form? Upon my wore 


“T can't. eco. anything—I—what— 
wha O ensthing! 
“Ha, ha, hal” 


Mit Prout stepped up to Lodor,, and 
jerked the card off his back. ‘Then 
ler saw it and understood, 





“Oh!” ho gasped. 

“Takeo itl” said Prout. “Take it 
away!” Eo thrust the card into Loder’a 
hands, “If you wero in my Form, 





you severely for 
arading the quad- 
jculous placard on 





ropeat himsolf, Ho rushed away, 
gpluttoring with rago; and a yoll of 
laughter followed him, 

‘Ha, bo, ha 

“Horo's another 1" 

“Ho, ha, hal 


THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Looking for Loder! 


“ 00 thick!” said Bob Chorry, 
shaking his head, " 
The thickfulness is_torri- 
. fio!” agroed Hurreo Jamsot 

Ram Singh. 

Grunt, from the Bounder. 

Smithy was full of it! Tt was the 
Fifth of November—and after dusk 
there was to be the usual bonfire and 
celebration; and Smithy had original 
ideas on tho subject. But ho required 
support in the rag he was planning— 
and ho came along to the for it. 
But the Co. shook thoir heads. 








“Not guito tho thing, T think,” enid 
Johnny Bull, 

“Do you?” growled tho Bounder, 
“And whon did you start thinking—and 
what tho thump are you doing it 
with?” 

“Keop your temper, old chap!” said 
Frank Nagent, laughing. “It's really 
too thick!” Leave Loder alone!” 





*T'll leave him alono—when I've dono 
with him,” Vornon-Smith. “Not 
before! ‘Can't you mon see what a 
chanco thir is? 

refect again sooner or later—Quelch is 





Tf wo'ro 
» HOW'S Our 





“Well, yess but—" 

“Well, wo oan rag the cad now ho's 
not a_profect! What the dickens are 
you afraid of?” jecred tho Bounder. 

“Nothing in the wide world, old 
bean,” answered Bob Cherry cheor- 
fully’ “But leave Loder alone! Ho's 
letting us alone now.” 

“Only because he has to.” 





“Very likely.” agreed Bob. “Still, 
thero it ia! [hear that Coker of the 
Fifth knocked his hat off in the quad. 
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-* Loder 1? rapped out Mr. Prout. 
Loder. ‘* Take it off 
of dignity ? Upon my word |” 


Coker’s an ass! Loder’s down on his 
Tuck, and why hit a man when ho's 
down!” 

“Ho will begin on us fast enough 
a gots up again!” growled 
‘mit! 

“Wait till he docs!” suggested the 
ogg eamared b. 


Herbert V ‘Vernon-Smith swung away in 
dudgeon, He had expected enthusiastic 
support from the Co. old enemies of the 
Sixth Form bully. Plenty of fellows 
pbs lettin, x know what they 

ought of him, now that he was under 
the frown of fortune. 


Day eaboes. away by tho studies, Smithy 
spotted the captain of the ve in the 
window-seat on the landing, and joined 
him there, Ayan was man he 
wanted. A few weeks ago Wharton 
would doubtless have opreesen the samo 
views as Bob Cherry. jut Smithy did 
not expect him to sypress the same view 
now. Wharton hardened o great 
deal in those we few. weeks—and in some 
ways he was developing a likeness to the 
Boundor himself, in this new phase he 
wag a kindred spi 

“You're on for a rag, old bean?” 
tiked Smithy. 
Ym your man,” answered Harry at 
once, 
“It's Loder |” 





like!” Wharton 





you 


Jnughed. gum, we can make that 
piace for himself now that his teoth 
are drawn!” 


‘Phe Bounder laughed, too. | He had 
judged correctly. Forbearance, towards 
fallen enemy was not in Wharton's 
thoughts, Loder’s enmity had been too 
bittor and unscrupulous for forgivencss— 





‘harton’s at least. 
whe toter's petting, what a lot of 
follows haxe owed hima for a long time, 
wont on Harry. hear thet Coker 


1°? boomed the Fifth Form master. 
“Ha, ha, ha 


But the Co. did }) 


knocked his hat off—and Loder just 
picked it up and put it on again. He 
junks Coker—now he's not a prefect. 
And that’s the bully who threw his 
weight about all over the school 

Thus are tho mighty fallen !” grinned 
the Bounder. 

“Some of the men aro talking about 
shipping his study,” said Harry. “But 
I suppose the prefects would butt in if 
Pa ci shipping a study in the 





Ne got a better stunt than that,” 
said Vornon-Smith. “It’s Guy Fawkes 
night hee es old bean, and the cole- 
bration wi on. I've got a 
ucket of tar in a, safe place. I bagged 


“And a bag of feathers—” 
wil, ny hat! For Loder?” yelled 
Wharton, 


“Why not? (ay want a guy on Guy 
Fawkes night. jer, done up in 
tar and teachers will make some guy, 
believe me.” 

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Wharton. 

“You're ont” grinned the Bounder. 
“T'vo asked your old pals—but they've 


turned it — Bolsover major will 
help—be’s ‘and the threo 
of us can handle Loder. A dose of tar 
and feathers show all Greyfriars 


what we think of Loder.” 

rht ” chuckled Wharton. 
‘ a, bit risky 1 The 
Sisth ain't proud of Loder, but they 
think a lot of the fouty old signity of of 
their Form! We may get six all 
from the prefects—' 

“Or from Quelchi® said) Wharton, 
with a curl of the lip. | “Lodor's his 
favourite these days. “i don’t care if 1 

et six, or sixty, so long as we show 
Buick what the school thinks of his 
favourite.” 

“Good man! Tar and feathers will 
show that pretty plainly. But we can 





1” roared the crowd of onlookers, 


“ You ridiculous boy, take that card off your back at once !’’ ‘‘ Wh-what ? ”’ stuttered 
“* Have you no self-respect, Loder? Have you no sense 


“ Another guy! Ha, ha, ha }”” 


shove on Guy Fawkes masks when wo 
handle Loder,” added the Bounder 
cautiously. ‘here will be a 
fellows with maske on, and ‘who's to tell 
which from which? I've got the tar and 
feathers hidden in the ivy--and we've 
Bot to catch Loder on the hop!” 

“T'm on, you! bet !” 

Bob Cherry & Co, saw Wharton 
down the Remove, staircase with 
Bounder, and join Bolsover major 

below || They exchangod glances, bit 
said nothin; pegrace of tho 
Re eres was evidently Nanting trouble 
again ; but it was not for his parted pals 
to intervene. 

After ten the November evening was 
dark, but poak-up s was later than usual on 
account of th Fawkes celebration. 
Ia the Cloister Field a great bonfire had 
been erected, fellows stacking up all 
sorts of inflammable things, and at six 
o'clock it was to be lighted. _ Already 
crackers were cracking, and squibs squib- 
bing here and there, ‘eager lage of tho 
Third and, Second’ being unable to 
restrain their impatience. 

Some of the fellows were already 
parading 0“ guy" which was to bo 

urned on _ the bonfire, Wharton, 
Smithy, and Bolsover major mingled in 
the crowd, looking for 

Prefects of the Sixth Form affected 
a lofty indifference to firework celebra- 
tions; but, by the instructions of tho 
Head, A the prefects were on duty to 
keep th e excitement within bounds. 
such fective oocesions fellows "were 
liable to get a little “above” themselves, 




















the presence of the pi gee 
their ashplante, was very likely to be 
oo © oF oy oi 

escal t duty, bu 
QeBounder & Gs: expected | him 


somewhere in the crowd. ge rer 
was remaining in the studies. 
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“There's 
Bounder. * 
Loder of the Sixth was talking to 
Carne and Walker in tho quad. Tho 
three juniors soon spotted him, and eyed 
him from a distance. They could not 
collar Loder in the presence of two pro- 
fects, and they waited for the seniors to 
soparate, 
ey did not have to wait long, as 
Carne and Walker, with the other pre- 
foots, woro wanted in the Cloistor Field, 
where the celebration was beginning. A 
match had been put to the big bonfiro, 
and a red glare of flamo danced in tho 
thick November dusk. : 

Carmo and Walkor proceeded in that 
direction, and Loder lounged away by 
himself, tho juniors watching him like 
hawks, 

Loder was scowling. Ho was not keen 
on performing a prefect’s duties, but he 
folt’ his exclusion vory keenly indeed. 
Even his dear pals, Carne and Walker, 
let him sce gute, plainly that they no 
Tonger regarded him as one of them- 
elves. 

He loafed away, with his hands in his 

ockets, and a scowl on his face, and 
Jisappeared along the lm Wall. ‘That 
path was thickly shaded by trees, and 
in the Novomber evening it was as dark 
as tho insido of a hat. 

‘a breathed the 


Our = fuck’s in!” 
Bounder. 

Peering through tho dusk under tho 
old branches, the juniors could not seo 
Loder, but thoy spotted « red, glowing 

joint of the cigarctty in the darkness, 

‘ho black sheop of the Sixth had strollod 
into that secluded path to smoke a 
gigaretto unobsorved. He could not 
havo played moro effectually into the 
hands of the raggers. 

“Asking for it!” grinned Bolsover 
major, “Lot's got the stuff hore, and 
catch him as ho comes back !” 

“You keop an eyo on him, Wharton! 
We'll be hero in a jiffy!” muttered 
Vornon-Smith, 

“Right-ho !? 

Vornon-Smith and Bolsover major cut 
away to get the tar and feathers. 
Harry Wharton remained under the 
olms, keeping an eyo on tho glowing end 
of tho cigarette up the dark path. 


Loder!” murmured the 


THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
The Wrong Man! 


“ HARTON !”” . 
WY ree bic, tas vie 
Harry Wharton gave a 


start, and spun round. Ho 

was looking up the path under the old 

ims, end had not been aware of tho 

Remove maste: approach behind him, 
“Oh! Yes, sir!” ho stammered. 














Tho glowing end of the cigarette was 
instantly o: ished, Loder was at a 
distance, bit ho had heard Queleh’s 
voice. 


Mr. Quolch eyed Wharton grimly. 

“Havo you dono your lines, 
Wharton?” 

“ My—my lines?” 

Wharton had lines to do—he was 
seldom without them these days. A 
bitter look camo over his face. Plenty 
of other follows had lines, but they were 
not likely to be asked for them by any 
master when the Guy Fawkes eclebra- 
tions wero just heginning. The severest 
master would stretch a point on such an 
occasion. But the scapograce of tho 
Removo had nothing to expect from his 
Form master but inflexible severity. 

“You havo a hundred lines, Wharton, 
which you should haye brought to. my 
study at six o'clock, “Have you written 
them?” 

“No!” muttored Wharton. 

“They aro doubled!” said Mr, Quelch 
Grimnly. “Go into tho House at once, 
Wharton, 
imposition |’” 

Wharton breathed hard. 

Loder's footsteps camo back along tho 
path. There was no sign of a‘cigarette 
now. Mr. Quolch glanced at him. 

“Loder 

“Yos, sir!” said Loder smoothly. 

“Although you are no longer a pro- 
fect, Loder, ey I ask you to see this 
junior into tho House, and to tuke hit 
to the Form-room. I cannot trust him 
to obey my commands !” said Mr. Queich 
bittorly. 

Loder smiled. Ho was more than will- 
ing to oblige Mr. Quelch in that little 
matter. Marching Wharton into the 
House, and keeping him away from the 
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THE MAGNET 


bonfire and the fireworks, was quite a 
palatable task. 

“Certainly, sir!” 

“You will go to tho House with Loder, 
Wharton,” 

“But, sir—” 

“Not a word!” Mr. Quelch raised his 
hand sternly. “Gol If you leave tho 
House before your imposition is written, 
T shall cane you.” 

“T's bonfire night, sir— 

“That is immaterial! Gol” 

‘There was no help for it, and 
Wharton went into tho Houso with 
Loder. The Sixth-Former marched him 
into the Form-room. 

“Get on with it!” he said agreeably, 
“No. fireworks for you to-night, my 


pippin |" 

Wharton eyed him savagely. _ 

What would happen when Smithy got 
back with the tar and feathers? It was 
as black as a hat on the elm walk. If 
there was an awful mistake in the 
dark— 

“Look here, Loder—" 

“Shut up, and get on with your 
lines!" grinned Loder. “I'M keep you 
company for a bit, my basiity | 1 fancy 
you'll cut the minute you're left alone— 
what? No firewerks for you!” 

And Loder, closing the Form-room 
door, stood with his back to it, watch- 
ing ‘tho dismayed captain ‘of the 
Removo, with a cheery grin. It was 
easy enough for him to sco that 
Wharton would not have remained in 
tho Form-room if left alone there— 
which Loder could only attribute to his 
Keonness to join in the Guy. Fawkes 

tions, Loder had nothing to do, 
it was a sheer pleasure to him to 
disappoint tho junior ho loathed and 
who had been tho cause of his fall from 
his high estate. 

There was no help. for it And 
Wharton found comfort in remombering 
that his comrades intended to don Guy 
Fawkes masks before collaring their 
victim. The chances were that, what- 
ever happened, they would not bo identi- 
fied. arton sat down to his lines, 
and Loder, leaning on tho Form-room 
door, watched him, with a gloating 


grin. 

Meanwhile, Mr, Quelch, in a medita- 
tive mood, was pacing up and down tho 
shadowed elm walk. And Herbert 
Vernon-Smith and Bolsover major wero 
arriving on the spot, the former with 
a tin bucket of tar, tho lattor with a 
large bag of feathers. 

“Where's Wharton?” muttered Bols- 
over, fluocing round in tho dusk. “I 
Wharton—” 

Quiet!” muttered the Bounder. 
“Don't yell, you ass!” 

“Wharton’s not hero |” 

“Bother Wharton! So 
Loder's here, it's all right!” 

Why Wharton had gone tho Bounder 
did not know, neither did ho care. He 
stepped under the trees with the bucket 
of tar and peored up the path in the 
gloom Bolsover major followed him, 

‘Thera was no glowing end of a cigar- 
ette to be seen. But on the dead leaves 
on the path there was a footstep. 
Faintly, a dark shadow among shadows, 
‘a Ggure could be barely discerned. 

Swiftly Vernon-Smith and Bolsover 

jor donned their Guy Fawkes masks. 
[he mornent of action had arrived. 
‘hey had not the faintest doubt that 
it was Loder, strolling back to the quad 
after smoking a cigarette or two. Not 
for a moment did they dream of what 
had happened during their brief 
absence, 

One on either side of the path, in- 
visible in the darkness, they waited, tar 
and feathers ready. 

‘The footsteps came nearer. 
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‘They could see nothing but tho 
dimmest of shadows in the darkness, but 
they could hear, 

jearer and nearer | 

Vernon-Smith had set the bucket on 
the ground beside him. He made a 
sudden spring, grasped at the unseen 
figure, and hooked its leg. ‘There was 
acrash and a gasp as it went down. And 
as it went, Bolsover major swiped with 
tho bag, catching the unseen face with 
a heavy thud, and the hapless victim 
was flattened down. 

It sat up the next moment, gurgling. 

The bucket of tar was in the 
Bounder’s hands again in a twinkling. 
‘As the gurgling figure sat up, Smithy 
upended the bucket over its head. 

‘Tar streamed out in a torrent. 

It streamed and splashed and rolled 
over the hapless head of the victim, 
rolled down its face, down its neck, over 
its clothes, smothering it. 

Bolsover major, with a_ breathless 
chuckle, opened the end of tho bag, 
and shook out the toate over the 
tarred figure that urgled ‘and gasped 
and spluttered and howle 

The feathers descended in a shower, 
sticking to the tar, 

met r besevel the Bounders 

ey jumped away from the gurgling 
figure, “Horrible way from ine snegling 

“Grogoght | Ooocht  Gug-gug-gug- 
gug! Urrerrggggh 1” 
eth tin bucket and the bag were flung 
away umong the dark trees. Tho two 
young rascals fairly raced "from the 
ap 

Pe Vurreergs; be 

Any eyes that foll on two running 
juniors only saw two fellows whose iden- 
tity was completely concealed by Guy 
Fawkes masks. And in a very few 
moments Vernon-Smith and Bolsover 
major were mingling with the crowd, 
joining in the shouting and letting 

reworks, Loder, as they supposed, was 
left to the tar and feathers! They did 
not yot know that it was not Loder! 


THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER 


Not Wharton ! 
R, QUELCH sat and spluttered, 
MM ‘and dabbed tar. with sticky 
fingers, and wondered whether 
this was some awful dream, 
[Life is full of surprises.) But never 
d the Remove master of Greyfriars 
boon 80 surprised as now. 
Ho staggered up at last 
He ‘lurched away, spluttering and 
asping. In tho Cloister Field the huge 
Bonfire’ was blazing and roaring and 
casting ruddy light Mora pet di 2, 















Crackers cracked, squibs fizzed, stream 
of sparks shot ‘across tho dusky sky. 
Voices shouted and cheered. And 


loudor shouts than ever were heard 
when the wild, weird, and unrecogni 
able figure of tho Remove master si 
gered into view. 








you ‘fellows, who's that?” 
yelled” ‘Billy Bunter.“ Look 
ffore's another’ guy ‘roared tho 


Bounder, 





“Ha, hal” 

" Halle’ hallo, hallo! Is that Loder?” 
Gesred Bob Cherry, remembering the 

jounder’s scheme. “My hat! Thero’s 
@ picture for you!” 

“The icturefulness is _ terrific!" 
chuckled the Nabob, of Bhanipur. 

“Tt's too thick!” grinned Nugent. 
“Even Loder—” 

“That's not Loder!” exclaimed 
Johnny Bull. “Taller than Loder! It’s 
a man— My hat! It’s a master |” 

“ Phew I" 

“Please to remember the Fifth of 
November!” roared Bolsover major. 
“Hero's another guy !” 

“Ha, ha, hal” 


“Grooooght Ooooght — Whoooh!” 
came from the startling figure. 

‘A buzzing crowd surrounded it at 
once, staring and laughing and cheer- 
ing. But the fellows kept at a safo 
distance. Tar was sticky. 

“Hallo! What's this?” Wingate of 
the Sixth came up. “Is that a guy? 
What on earth is it? What——” 

“It's—it’s tar and—and feathers!” 
stuttered Gwynne. “ Who the ” 

“Grooogh! Help me! Oooch! Tam 
—am smothered! I—TI am almost suff- 
guff-auffocated |, Ooooocch 1" | gurgled 

Queich. “I have been attack 
Teiolted wudnt ‘Yooooooch |” 

“Great pip 

“That's Quelch’s voice,” 
dazedly. “It—it can’t be Quelch! 











said Wingate 
it— 


it—it just can’t |” 
“Queleh I” 
chortle, 


Bolsover major coased to 
sad! is fase wocanie: Shame 
mask. “Quelch! Oh, holy 


“Quelch!” gasped the Bounder, 
horror-stricken. 

Oooch! Wingato—Gwynne—help me! 
I—I am smothered!  I—I ge it is— 
is tar and—and feather was 
stacked in the — groogh — dark! 

rs 





“That idiot Smithy!” breathed Bob 
Cherry, “He's got Quelch instead of 
Loder! Hey the dickens——” 


Mr. uelch was totally unrccoj 
aisabic. Streaming tar, to which 
feathers Kes 2 in myriads, he had a 
strango resemblance to some queer fowl. 
But his voice was known. It was 

uelch—there was no doubt that it was 

juelch—but Quelch as no human eyo 
had ever viewed him beforo! 
ht Grooooght Find 
rascal—" 
fou—you know who has done this, 
Mr, Quelch?” gasped Wingate, gazing 
horror at the master of the Remove. 
“You—you saw him?” 

“T cannot see in the—ooogh—dark !” 
he Mr. Quelch. “But [ have not 
ee slightest mgr the slightest. It 

am sure, Wharton! No other 
boy at Greyfriars would have the—oooch 
audacity! Find Wharton ‘at onco, 








that 
youn, 








A buzzing Crowd followed = Prout 


and Capper, Wii 
other masters hi ‘athered rouns 
Quelch, gazing with horror at him. Mr 
stood in the Tigghted House, recking with 
tar, smothered with feathers, a sight 
for is and men! There was a rustle 
as the Head arrived on the scene. 
“Who—what——” The Head fairly 


jury 
nother guy !” came in a yell from 
the quad. 

“Tt—it—it is—oooch—it is I, sir!” 
gurgled Mr. Quelch. “I have been 
attacked—assaulted! 1 accuse Wharton 
—Wharton of my Form—” 

Mr. Quolch "had not tho slightest 
doubt on that point. 

“T hear that Wharton is in the Form. 
room, sir” gasped Wingate. 

“T sent hi ere, but he cannot have 
remained there. Iam absolutely certain 


ins and Twigg, and 


i 

“I Wharton has been guilty of this 
ho shall be expelled on the spot, Mr. 
Quoleh,” said the Head. “But wo' must 
ascertain the facts. I will go to tho 
Form-room at once.” 

Half Greyfriars followed the Head to 
the Remove-room. Mr. Quelch, boiling 
with wrath and indignation, was closo 
behind him. Dr. Locke threw open the 
door of the Form-room, and there was 
@ startled ejaculation’ from a Sixth- 
Former who was leaning on it inside. 


B 


Loder stared round at the crowd in 
the doorway. Harry Wharton starcd 
from his desk. 

“Wharton is here!” said the Head. 

“Here!” gurgled Mr. Quelch. 

He blinked in with tarry 
Wharton was there! 

He rose to his feet, his eyes on tho 
tarry, feathery figure. Ho had 
wondered whether Smithy would blunder 
in the dark. Evidently Smithy had. 

“Wharton, how long havo you been 
here?” demanded the Head. 

“Ever since Mr. Quelch sent mo in, 
sir,” said Wharton meekly. ‘About a 
quarter of an hour, sir, Loder has been 
here all the time.” 

“Loder! You 
Loder 1” 

“Mr. Quelch asked mo to bring this 
junior in, sir, and as I was aware that 
ho intended to go back to the bonfire, I 


eyes, 





have been here, 


remained,” said Loder. 

“Bless my soul |” 

Wharton's “alibi” could nob havo 
been more complete, His tarr; yor 
master gazed ‘at him and had 
believe. ‘harton was there—had ven 


there, under Loder’s eye—ever sinca 
Quolch had seen him to the House. 
Whoever had tarred and feathered 


Quelch, obviously it was not Wharton. 
He had not » and could not havo 
been, anywhere near the spot. 

“Mr. Queloh,” said tho Head in a 
deep voice, “it appears—” 
“Tt—it_ appears chat it was not— 
oooch!—Wharton! It was—was—was 
Goooweeh Le gasped = Mr, Quelch, 


“The culprit must bo soarched for, and 
found,” said tho Head coldly. “But 
hasty’ and unfounded accusations eervo 
no Me thant sir!” 
r. Quelch awallowed that as best he 
cout as he Sattered away to get rid of 
larry Wharton 
lines, smiling, Ho 
tines long before Mr. 
ith hot water and 
7 fellows crowded 
Bolsover 













major grabbed the Bounder’s arm. 
“Tt—it—it waa Quelch ” he gasped. 
“Mum's the word! grinned tho 
Bounder. “Quolch butted in and asked 
for it—and, by gum, he got it! Mum's 
tho word I” 





low 
young rascal—or rascals—who 
tarred and feathered Quelch. 
Head had declared that tho culprit 
should be searched for and found. Ho 
was searched for, but not found. 
Fellows who knew, or suspected, wero 
very careful to keep their own counsel. 
Only one fact was perfectly cloar—in- 
dubitably clear and undeniable—and 
that was that Harry Wharton was not 
tho man. His alibi was unquestionable; 
Loder of the Sixth, quite erintention: 
ally, had helped to make it so! 

Who had tarred and feathered Quelch 
remained a myste Tt was not 
Wharton. Mr. Quelch had to admit 
that it was not the rebel of the Remove. 
But if it was not Wharton, Mr. Quelch 
could not imagine who it was. And 
the Bounder of Groyfriars was very 
glad that he couldn't! 

‘THE END. 


wero antag high ile, 
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A THRILL-PACKED STORY OF HIGHWAYMAN ADVENTURE. 


THE RED FALCON! 


By ARTHUR STEFFENS 


Convicted 


Ethali jchored at Wool 
a part 


xolting adventures they pi 


f robbing the Earl of Huntford of a diamond st 
|. As the result of a prearranged 


REA 


Hal Lovett and Jerry MoLean are conv 
plan, the convicts fire the ship, and Hal and Jerry escape. After 
a nocturnal visit to Huntford Hall, the home of their enemy. They are surprised In the 
not, however, but thanks 10 the timely Intervention of tsaao Quilt, who happens to be on the samo ta) 
capture, Acting on tha advice of Quilt, they cross the Thames to the Essex Coast, and 


J to the convict hulk 


‘manage to 
ntually reach the Grey Mi 


Epping, where they nearly fall into the hands of the Bow Street Runners. Resting in the forest for the night, they 
in the morning to find the Runners setting off In the direction of London. 


Tho Grey Mill Inn ! 
m ONE to London, Hal,” said 

Goes ate i 

a bit of luck. Now let's got 
out our nags and ride up 
to the inn like a couple of gentlemen.” 

They dodged among tho trees, found 
their horses, mount and rode them 
boldly into the inn yard, where Jerry 
handed thom to a staring ostlor to 
groom and feed. 

“And mind you keep them out of 
sight,” said Jerry, as ho slipped a silver 
coin ‘into tho ostler’s palm. “They're 
nervous horses, they get excited if 
they sce a crow Bile 

Tho ostler, & plain-looking, tow- 
headed fellow, with a spreading mouth, 
winked, and fed tho horsgs away, Jerry 
and Harry entered the Grey Mill Inn. 

Simon Babbett, a stout, rubicund per- 
sonage, dressed in a plum coloured suit 
‘vith brown stockings and black buckled 
shoes, was waiting for thom inside. 
‘He had watched their arrival, and now 
eyed thom keenly, a glint of foar in his 
prey eyes. He invited them into tho 

ar parlour, then closed the door and 
pulled a curtain across the glass. 

“Tn what way can I serve you, gentlo- 
mon?” he asked, perspiration starting 

broad forohead. 
Quilt. sont us to you, Mr. 
Babbett,” explained Jerry. “We have 
made Kent just a bit too hot to hold us 
and came over in_a barge belonging to 
Charlie Marton, I was given to under 
stand that you would help us.” 

The landlord shrugged his shoulders 
and spread wide his arms in perplexity. 

“Why, yes, gentlemen, to be sure,” 
ho said.’ “But your friend's horso, sir? 
Tho last time it was here it belonged 
to Mr. Cosgravw he Bow Street 
Runner, and now— 

Jerry laughed heartily, sotting back 
his handsome head. 

“Why, your Runners have gone,” he 
said. “We watched them depart. By 
good luck we saw Martin Cosgrave talk- 
ing to you last night, and now we are 
safo.”” 




















“Tho Runners have gone back to 
London, true enough,” agreed the land- 
lord. But my customers know that 
chestnut horso. You must be careful, 
gentlemen. I would suggest that you 
‘eat and rest till near sundown, and leave 
my house in the ig.” 

“To be sure, Babbett,”” said Jerry 
lightly, “But you must’tell us where 


to, go. 

‘The landlord drew them to tho far 
end of the bar parlour. 

“Since you aro friends of Quilt’e,” 
he whispered, leaning across the table, 
“you aro socking tho Retreat, I take 
5eP 








“Tho Retreat?” 
McLean, 

“That is where Isaac Quilt sometimes 
hides,” explained the landlord. “I 
know some of the lads are staying there 
now. I saw Colonel York go by yester- 
day. And there are others.” 

Jerry's oyebrows met in a frown of 
annoyance. York! The rascal why 
betrayed them at the Huntford Arms. 
Ho had beon quick, and it was not very 
pleasing news to know that he was in 
the neighbourhood. 

“Hark-yo, landlord,” said Jerry, “all 
wo need until we find suitable lodgings 
in London, is a safe place to hide, I 
have been told you are to be trusted.” 

“You'll find safe shelter at tho 
Retreat," said Simon Babbett. “You 
enter the forest between the King’s Oak 
and the Loughton Road. People won't 
go near the place. They believe it’s 
haunted. I'll ride myself, and show 
you the way.”” 

The landlora next asked their names. 
For a moment Jerry hesitated. Then, 
remembering how Quilt had secured 
for them a safe orossing, he complied 
with tho landlord’s cequest. 

Simon Babbett stared hard at them, 
and then, produced a crumpled paper 
from his pocket which he spread out for 
them to soe. It was a reward bill, 
offering £100 reward for the apprehen- 
sion of Jerry MoLean, highwayman, 
and Hal Lovett, thief, convicts 
escaped from the hulk Ethalion. 

“And it was about you two Martin 
Cosgrave talked half tnrough the night,” 
said the landlord nervously. “Wanted 
to know if I had seen you come this 
way. Oh, yes, we had bettor wait till 
it is nearly dark.” 

Tho two adventurers spent the day 
in a private room, eating and resting, 
and, between times, marvelling at the 
sort’ of freemasonry which existed 
between certain gentlemen of the road 
and the landlords of various inns, who 
often went right out of their way to 
help the highwaymen. 

“1 wonder why they do it?” asked 
Hal thoughtfully. 

“Well, boy, there’s not so much to 
wonder at,” answered Jerry, as he 
sprawled full length on a sofa and 
stretched bis arms. “We pay hand- 
somely when we can. These landlords 
make a lot of money out of us, and, 
besides, we treat them decently. Why, 
there isn’t an ostler who wouldn't almost 
give his life for us. We give the lads 
silver and gold, not mouldy copper or 
a surly rebuff.” 

Jorry pulled off nis coat and slung it 


questioned Jerry 











across a chair, then he wriggled his head 
into the sofa cushions and closed his 
eyes. 

Hal Lovett listened to Jerry’s snorings 
whilst he watched tho hands of the 
grandfathor’s clock move slowly on- 
ward to a steady tick-tock, tick-tock | 


The Retreat! 

HERE were a dozen rustics 
gomining, cusice the inn whon 
Jerry oLean, Hal Lovett, 
and Simon Babbett rode out of 
the yard and turned their faces north, 
But they cantered past the gossips and 
canished slong tho domy. soad batere tis 
yokels could say much more than: 
Well, I'll be danged if that ain’t 

Simon Babbett goin’ a ridin’ !” 

Simon rode with the two adventurers 
for about a mile and a half, and then 
branched off into the forest. He showed 
thom whore a well-worn trail wound 
its way among tho beeches and tho oaks, 

“Follow that,” he said, “and 
presently you'll como to a sort of railed- 
in plantation. There's a notice board— 
“Private! ‘Trespassors will be prose- 
cuted’ But Squire Agglethorpe didn’t 
& that notice up, though the property 

elongs to him. You can get through 
among tho brambles a little way from 
that. Follow tho mi ike path, and 
you'll reach the Retreat 

“And you say we shall find friends 









there?” 
“Yes,” answored tho landlord. 
“You'll find friends there. But bo 


careful. You'll be epateaget and asked 
for the password, Tho word is 
“Tyburn.’ ” 

Jerry thanked the worthy landlord, 
who waved bis hand and swung his 
horse about, seemingly relieved at their 





parting. 
We'll bo looking im when wo start 
for London, Simon,” he said. 
fo bo sure. But be wary. My 
nerves seem all upset since Martin 
Cosgravo and his Runners arrived last 
night. I hope none of my gossips 
recognised your poung friend’s horse.” 

“No fear of that!” said Jerry reas- 
suringly. 

‘As soon as the landlord had departed, 
Jerry and Hal walked their horses 
onward. Tho day was drawing to 
closo now. The path narrowed, but they 
could see, clearly imprinted, the marks 
of horses’ hoofs. 

Suddenly Jerry caught his breath and 
reined in his horse. He had heard 
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Jeaves rustling in the forest, the cracking 
of a twig. 

The two chums listened and caught 
the sound of stealthy footsteps, which 
seemed to be proving away from them. 
Jerry swung himself from the saddle 
and dropped lightly to the grass, Hal 
following suit, 

Taking a short hold of the reins, they 
led their horses onward, beeps to the 
path and treading lightly. ‘The horses 
seemed to understand, Galloper and 
Bow Street Beauty dropped their iron- 
shod hoofs with cat-like caution, making 
even less noiso than the cracking of 
twigs and displacement of leaves that 
rustled ahead of them. 

Hal and Jerry could see nothing but 
tho weather-cleaned boles of the mae 
nificent trees. Suddenly they came to 
a placa where the view opened out. 

Here the branches met overhead in 
a cathedral-like effect, and a double 
line of trees formed a sort of avenue. 
On the right was a dense undergrowth, 
where brambles and rhododendrons 
towered ten fect high among tho trees. 

About two hundred yards up this 
forest avenue they made out a notice- 
board set up near a gate. Here was 
the place Simon Babbett had talked 
about. Somewhere in that density of 
bushes was hidden tho Retreat. 

It was not their recognition of tho 
place that made tho adventurers’ hearts 
beat faster, but the sight of a man who 
was pacing slowly along, the, avenuc, 
with his hands clasped behind his broad 
back, his three-cornered hat stuck hard 
down on his head, which was bowed 
so that his eyes wero fixed upon the 
trail. At the man’s side a sword 
swung. 

‘Tho man was Martin Cosgrave! 

The Bow Streets Runner had been 
smart enough to smell out the scoret 
hiding-place which had housed notorious 
highwaymen and other lawbreakers -for 
years. 

Jerry darted behind a tree and 
Galloper after him. Hal had al 
gained the shelter of tho forest. 

“Gad, Hal, lad! Cosgrave!” said 
Jerry. “Do you get the significance of 
that, my boy? The man is as keen as a 
ferret. That notice-board won't fool 
him} I’m ready to wager a hundred 
guineas to a pinch of snuff that he dis- 
covers the Retreat, and if he does 
there'll be the devil to pay. What aro 
we going to do about it?” 

“I wonder,” mused Hal, “if he has 
come here alone?” 

“Perhaps,” said Jerry, his teeth 
snapping together. “But you can wager 


pulled 
ready 


the pack won’t be far away. al, 
boy, I think it is our duty to find and 
warn our friends somehow, you 
seo—"”” 


Jerry, however, did not complete tho 
sentence, and whatever Hal might havo 
been enabled to sce was lost in a sudden, 
loud outcry in tho forest, the pounding 
of many running feet, the sound of oaths 
ro blows, and the clash of steel on 
steel. 

Jerry darted ono look into the forest 
avenue, then vaulted into the saddle and 
urged Galloper out into the open. Hal 
was but a moment after him, and, as 
they raced along among the deepenin: 
shadows they saw Martin Cosgrave with 
his back set against a tree, keeping half 
a dozen powerful men at bay with his 
hanger. The darting steel shono liko 
silver as tho night closed in, 

‘The men were buzzing round the Bow 
Street Runner like flies, some of them 
cutting at him with their swords, others 
trying to brain him with’ their 
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bludgeons. The Bow Street Runner had 
lost his hat, but with the utmost cool- 
ness parried and backed away, trying 
to get among the undergrowth. 

“Brain him! bawled a hard, com- 
plaining voice. “Cut him down!” 

The men closed in with a rush, but 
the Runner pierced one through the 
shoulder and moved his ground. As the 
man reeled back, another burly man, 
who had not attacked Cosgrave so far, 
darted | in under the Bow Street 
Runner's guard, turned the sword-blade 
side and gripped the wrist that held 
it. 


‘Tho Runner was beaten. Blows 
rattled on his head and shoulders, and 
tho rest of the men closing with’ him, 
seized him by the arms and dragged him 
away from the tree. 

By this timo, short and sharp though 
tho struggle had been, Hal and Jerry 
McLean were close upon the group of 
men, 

Hearing the heavy beat of thudding 
hoofs, the men turned, still gripping 
their’ prisoner. 

“Tho Runners!” bawled one of them. 

But as soon as they saw that the riders 
wero strangers they dropped their arms 
and permitted them to approach. 

Hal and Jerry then saw that the big 
man who had disarmed Cosgrave was 
their old friend John Pryce, of the 
convict, hulk Ethalion, the man ‘who had 
stopped and robbed tho Maidstone 
coach. 

Stili another of the men was known 








Be sure and get the 


Six Picture Stamps 
GIVEN FREE 


with this week's bumper 
issue of 


MODERN BOY 
On Sale To-day ~ Price 2d. 





to them—Colonel York, the highway- 
man, whoso eyes natrowed as he 
*Sofip thore: gent f tho saddl 
ip those out of the saddle, 
take whi they've Kot, and send them 
tripping !” bawled York. 

‘Tho men closed round, with threaten- 
ing cries, but John Pryce intervened. 

“Wait!” ho oried. “"Theso aro friends 











of mine 4 
“Friends!” oried York, advancing a 
paco and pulling out a loaded pistol. 
“Then let them give the password !” 
“Ay, lot them givo us the password !” 
chorused some of the other men. 
“Tyburn,” said Jerry easily, leaning 
slightly forward in the saddle, hand on 


hi 

York's faco grow black as thunder. 

“Why let Cosgrave into our secrets?” 
he snarled. ° 

“Hal say his eyes light up evilly and 
his lips tighten. 

The Bow Street Runner, recoverin; 
from the effect of the blows that hac 
stunned him, shook his head and tried 
to wrench his arms from the grip of his 
captors. Then York lovelled his pistol 
at Martin Cosgrave’s head. 

“Ho's found out our hiding-place !” 
he cried. “Dead men tell no tales!” 

uulled the trigger and the pistol 
flashed. But the ball intended for the 
Runner's brain’ whistled among. the 
leaves, and the roar of the explosion 
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died in mocking echoes among tho 
trees. 

Hal had urged Bow Street Beauty 
up to York, and, leaning over in the 
saddle, struck the man’s arm up even 
as ho pulled the trigger. 

York reeled back and drew his sword. 
But Pryce got between them, 

“The boy was right, York !” he cried, 
“We want no murder in the forest. 
That means the suro road to Tyburn.” 

“Well, we'll get there, murder or no 
murder? snapped York, “I vote wo 
kill the Bow Street rat!” 

“Then let him have a fair trial,” said 
John Pryce, holding up his hand and 
ordering the men back. “Take him to 
the Retreat, boys. As to my friends, I'll 
answer for ‘them. Surely you've heard 
enough about Jerry McLean and Hal 
Lovett? They were my pals aboard tho 
hulks.” 

The angry crics died down, and 
threatening frowns changed to smiles. 
A minuto later Martin Cosgrave, his 
hands tied behind him, was bein 
hurried through a mazo of bushes and 
brambles to a cavo in the forest which 
was known to the highwaymen as the 
Retreat. 

_ Who had built the cave, and when, 
it would havo been hard to guess. Cer: 
tainly it was of no recent date. 

It was a large, vaulted place, and had 
been excavated ‘out of a hugo. mound. 
Inside, a passage branched to right and 
left. ‘Tho living quarters were in tho 
middle, and consisted of a huge, domed 
main chamber, at the back of which was 
a great fireplace. A log fire was burn- 
ing in the great chimney, yet no smoke 
was to be seen within the room, ‘Tho 
outlet of chimney, Hal was told a 
long whilo afterwards, was artfully 
concealed among a dense growth of trecs 
two hundred yards away. 

Tho stables were to tho right, and 
thero were storo-rooms and sleeping 
quarters to the left. 

Hal and Jerry were shown whore 
to stall their horses. ‘Then back again 
to the great room they went,-to find 
the men grouped round tho prisoner. 

Martin Cosgravo was ‘still pinioned, 
A chair had been placed for him, and 
his hat had been stuck aslant upon his 

giving to his grim, sorious faco a 

comical expression. ‘The Runner was 
staring round him defiantly, 
_ One of the men had heated an iron 
in the fire and was threatening Cosgrayo 
with it. Colonel York was urging him 
on to use it, but John Pryco was 
ordering the man to stand aside. 

“You can kill Cosgrave if you all 
agree on it,” he said, “but I won't havo 
him tortured 1” 

“A dirty Bow Street Runner!” said 
tho man who held tho red-hot iron. 

“No reason why you should torture 
him,” said Pryce coldly, 

“How olso can wo find out whether 
there are any moro spies lurking out 
there in tho forest ?”” 

Martin Cosgrave answered without 
persuasion. 

“TI can tell you,” he said. “My men 
aro waiting at Chingford. ‘They know 
T camo here to investigate. That is all.” 

The Runner spoko quietly, and with a 
half-amused smile. His head was cut 
and bruised, and his lips were swollen, 
yet he was as cool as any man there. 

“Boys,” said York, “we’ro wasting 
time. “Let’s hang him!” 











(Next week's chapters of this grand 
“old-time” story simply teem with 
thrills, And don’t forget your next 
copy of the Maaner will contain six 
more picture stamps.) 

‘Tue Macner Lisnany.—No, 1,200. 
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{pm eet 


! COME INTO THE ! 
OFFICE, Boys! | 


th 


XE of my chums, who signs himself 

“A Magner Roader,” is a little 
puzzled about our frco gift 
schome, Ho wants to know if he 
lias got {0 take all the campanion papers 
in order to completo his full sot of picture 
stamps. 

No, this is not necessary. Ii you tako 
the Maaner each weok, and one othor 
paper—either the “ Modern Boy” or the 
‘Ranger "—you will bo ablo to“ swap” 
your duplicate stamps with your chums, 
‘nd thus comploto your collection. Ii 
you take tho threo papers each weok, you 
will find thit you en complete two 
albums, T,have arranged that specially, 
in ordor that two chums can club together 
to take threo papers botweon thom, and 
thus cach of them will be ablo to co: 
his album without the slightest difliculty. 

By tho way, if you wore not, fortunate 
enotigh to get the special Album-—to 
stick your stamps in—which was prosented 
freo with ‘Modern Boy" « fow  wooks 
back, you ean do so now by filling in 
tho coupon on pago 17 of this issue ond 
complying with the instructions given. 


THIS WEEK’S FREE GIFT STAMPS. 

Dog lovers havo got a trpat this week, 
for two of our free gift picturo stamps 
portray two of the finest breeds of ‘dogs 
{i oxistonco, I foel quito bucked about the 
Piette of tho, Alsat, for it looks exactly 
like my own dog. It is only of rocent years 
thnt tho Alsatinn thas been popular dog 
in this country—since tho War, in fact. 






























Yn Germany, these dogs have long beea 
appreciated, and ducing the War thoy 
wero: used for Red Gross work, and also 
for carrying dispatches. As I montionod 
in one of my previous. chats, Rin-Tin-Tin, 
the famous sescen Alsatian, was a German 
dog. He was left bel ‘when the 
Gormans retreated, and was adopted by 
au American airman. By tho way, it 
is not true that Alsatians have a wolf 
strain in thom. In their country of origin 
they ure knowa as “ Schaforhunds "— 
or shoop dogs. 
Tho finest Alsntians aro those which aro 
trained for police work, and it is claimed 
they” sve a keen sense of “scent 
which beats even that of a bloodhound. 
‘Tho Persian Saluki is sometimes known 
as tho " gazelle hound.” It belongs to the 
Kastorn group of tho greyhound family, 
and, in its own country, is used for 
hunting. 





























Now for tho “ Royal Scot." ‘This loco. 
is ono of the ginnts of tho L.MLS, Railway, 
and it hauls the famous train“of tho samo 
name over the 400 mile run botwoen 
Tandon and Glasgow in 7 he. 55m. during 
tho winter months and 7 hr. 40m. during 
the summer months. ts weight, with 
tondor, 2 tons, ond it has four 

iding wheels aud six driving wheels, 

no trailing wheels (4-6-0 using the 
technical teria). ‘There aro at least soventy 
enginos of the Royal Scot class and a 
hor of them ufo named oftcr famous 





























lon” aeroplane, which 








iy picture No. 8 in our “ Aircraft" sories, 
is fitted with a 525 hp. Armstrong 
Siddeley‘ Panther” air-cooled 





engine and its war-time job is day bombing. 
Pietwo No. & of the “Self Defonco 
series shows tho walking-stick trick. If 
your attacker id approaching you, bring 
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your stick into action and give lum a sharp 
blow ou the inside of the kneo with it. 
Geo! And won't, he howl with tho pain. 
Picture No. 9 ‘of tho samo sories is the 
method known as tho Hali-Nelson. Tho 
fellow on top is applying tho hold. By 
the Ioverayo of his right’ arm and hand 
aginst his vietiin's lead and arm, ho 
can turn him flat on his back with’ the 


utmost ease. 

1 stamps that I have been compellod 
to hold over” many answers to 

roaders’ quieres. Howover, I will do my 

best to obligo in this direction next week. 


NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME. 
‘There are moro treats in store for 5 
in noxt Saturday's froo gift issue of, tho 
Maoxex, clung! — First and foremost 
comos : 
“HUNTING FOR TROUBLE ! 
By Frank Richards. 


Don't forget to let me know 
opinion of our present series of Groyitions 
yarns when next you write to me, will 
yout Frank Richards cortainly knows 
how to keop on the top lino where xehool 
boy fiction is concerned, and you'll find 
next. week's long complete yarn ono of 
tho Dost. he has written. 

There'll ho another stirring instalment 
of our splendid — serial; Tho Red 
Faleon 1” and a rib-tickling * Groyfriara 
Herald” “supplemont, that in calculated 
to make a bronzo imago simile, while 











TIAVE Jad 90 much to toll you 
concerning this weok's free picture 












































“Linesman” answer a few “nioro 
Soceer queries. 

Anil ‘don’t forgot—six moro | tip-toy 
ricture stamps for your collection will 








ho given FREE with this issuo. 
‘era up, chums t 
YOUR EDITOR, 
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'Sent on Free Approval on recei 


“SOUTHERN ISLES” 
UKULELE BANJO. 


You can play this delightful Instrument 
with very Ittle practi 
Lightoing 
Fretted Finger Board, sweet mellow tone, 
solidly built, highly pollshed finish. 
We will send you one 
Southern Isles ‘real "? Ukulele 
Banjos upon receipt of your name and 


you send 1/6 on receipt and 1/- fortnightly 
Foll cash with order 
or balance within 7 days, 10/6 only. 

a. A. DAVIS & CO. (Dept 
94-104, Denmark Hill, London, 
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5} a postcard. 
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British Produced, weapon upholding all the tradi 

PHS WORN ANSE! Pouttveny tne 
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‘EM, 28, Dean Road, 














let “Irce_ private) 





STOP STAMMERING! 


FRANK B, HUGHES, 26, HART STREET, LONDON, W.0.1, 
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CYCLISTS 1! 


‘This Electric Dynamo Lighting See 
will nover let you down. 


‘Buppliod 












ant (with 2 In, on Chent and 1 In. 
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emote wih Hen Blin a Bl 
en eer eitnte wont denote Ritu, eek ACask a hpeane ea 
: : HELO an UA). Se, Botcy itond, LONDON, NWS 






from £1/1/0 with FREE Records. 
arranged. 


\L. WILKINSON, 8, City Road, London, E.C.1. 


Our FREE CATALOGUES show 


"THREE-VALVE SETS from £4/10/0 and GRAMOPHONES: 
Kasy payment terms 
Carriage paid. 
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aE 











TF “EARTHQUAKE * 
Sct 5 Jarthguake stamps, ever, 60 diferent ata 
G 

ne approvals. -LA9bUFH & Townsend (U.J-B.), Liverpool, 


STAMP PACKET FRED It 
 Ngegiss travane 
‘wend 2d." postage, 





Detector, Titles, et 











BLUSHING 












money back! Complete Course 8/-. 
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Some splendid lessons in Jujitsu, 
Champions and full particulars sent, free. 
than Boxing. Leara to f 
Blenheim House, 
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Dept. A.P.. 28 Dean Road, LONDON, 


BE BULLIED! 


Large Photo Plate of Japanese 

Stamp for post. Better 
. Or send P.O, 1/- for First Part, 
" Bedfont Lane, Feltham, Middx 


‘Now, remarkable, Certain Cure. 
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Bookict free. 





BLUSHING, frees 


SHYNESS.—Por FRED yarticulars 
home cure write Mr. HUGHES, 2¢, HART 
LONDON. W.C.1. 
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MAGIC TRICKS, 


Pricetd.cach, 4forl/-—T.W 


efc.—Parcels, 2/0, 5/0. Ventrilonulst's 
Instrument. ’ Invisible. | Imitate. Birds, 
Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd, London, N.1: 
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Increased my own height to 6f 
QUIENTS GAIN)? to 6 INCILAT Feo 
‘M, ROSS, Holght Specialist ‘ OuGH. 








Silas, 
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Roumanis, (Boy K 
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‘ete., price 3d. with) approval ahects ont 
25, Lawson Ra, Colwyn Bay, Wales. (sts 1809.) 


STAMPS, wich ao Abyssinia, Fino Shanish 
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HI, HI, HI, 
Be Sure and Buy a Guy! 
Straight from tho makers. 
Largo Stock of First-Clasa Guys. 


8 eee eee 
ed supply of Hondmasters 
he 

BUY NOW! 


Uneda Rocket, Blue Dovil Streot, Whizbeach. 
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MAKE THE FIFTH A 
SMASHING SUCCESS! 
Retired anarchist offers the following : 


10 kegs Gunpowder 
100 Sticks Dynamite 
ing book, “How I Blew Up 

















t you want for the Fifth | 


Write Mr. Smither Eynes, Poacehaven, 
Love Lane, Courtfield, 














AS OTHERS SEE|GUY FAWKES’ DAY AT 
GREYFRIARS 


Great Night of Fun and Frolic 


THEM 


What I Think of 
Percy Bolsover 


By LORD MAULEVERER 

Thoy say that first improssions aro 
everythin’. If it ia #0, I'm afraid I must bo 

rejudiced against, old Bolaovor, for my 

Ent improssion of him was that ho was an 

escapin‘ elephant chargin' across tho quad! 

But I fanoy I'vo managed to live that im- 

prossion down by this timo. 

olinttor of foot, Bolsy’a ono of tho jolly old 
st. 

‘Whon I aay. that, of course, you'vo got to 
overlook cortain minor faults of tho old bean. 
Thavo a rooted objection to vigorous chapp' 
{rightfully vigorous, 














is his habit of twistin 
pooplo like Buntor. 


wants kickin’; but 





‘arms and kickin’ 
now Bunter usually 


I 
Bolsover has an oxtraordinary knack of doin 
it just whon Buntor isn't in noed of it! 











‘either dooa Boloy’s gift of roparteo moot 

ith my ungualifled approval. ‘Thoro was an 
Thstanea of ft in the quad yesterday, when 
Bquifl brightly remarked : ~ ‘* What's that 





funny thing in tho middlo of your face, 
Bolsover ? Oh, 1 I can sco now 






ag I remarked boforo, Bolsy’s really 
ono of' tho jolly old best. An honeat heart 
beats ‘neath tho good otd gruff exterior, and 
many a kick of Bolsovor's containa o kindly 
thought, if you look on it in tho right way, 
y'know. 

If you follows need any proof that Bols; 
sound, just romind yoursolvoa of that colo- 
brated “time whon’ Bolsover minor was 
suspected of theft. Romomber the way 
Bolsover Major took tho blamo on his own 
shouldore—only to find that the missin’ 
Proporty had merely boon lont all the timo t 

fot @ bad little spot of solf-sacrifico, th 

















-|fine fottlo. 








As wo write, tho last rocket 
hag beon fired and the Inat 
dying ombors of tho great 
bonfire in tho quad have 
vanished. 

‘Tho cheering crowds that 
aro now swarming back into 
tho House aro all agreed on one 
point—that this has beon the 
greatest Fifth "in the memory 
of tho present gentration of 
Friars! 

jons were ideal, tho 
boing dry and ' orisp 
with sufficient clotid to obscure 
the trivial competition we m 
have had to endure fro: 












moon. Prep being abolished 
for tho occasion, we were able 
to pend the evening out 
of doors. need to ask 


whothor we mado tho most of 
it—we did | 






evening was par- 
for we 





ropresontation of a kid receiving 
“ix from a beak, and it 
y brought down the house. 
It would really havo dono your 
cars good to hear tho rower 
that wont up. Tho masters 
ughed oven more than the 

wa t 

Aftor that striking success, 
tho Romove wore naturally in 
Thoy mado more 
noiso than any two of tho other 
Forms round the bonfire, and 
their war-whoops as ’ they 
marched round in the procossion 








lear men ? 


*Lonzy’s Little Letters 


Dear Editor,—leferring to the euphemis- 


tleally-termed * celebrations attaching to tho 
Fifth of November, I feel 1 must make a 








Alrection of ‘eleemony, 
wards the Fund to Provide Nether Garments 
for Netives of Nyassaland ? 
‘ours despatrin, 
"ALONZ Topp. 


in Gouredeld 


The procession of guys was 
the best on record. Exch Form 
had a difforont guy, their 





respective models being as 
under : 
Sixth 
Fifth 
Shell 2 
Upper 

fourth .. A Schoolmaster. 
Remove ., Horace Coker. 
‘Third 1 Boleover Major. 
Socond 1. Gerald Loder. 





‘The Uppor Fourth wore vory 
careful to sco that thoir guy 
bore no resemblance to any 
Groytriara master. Cowards | 

Gosling accopted the Shell's 


“compliment " with great good 
humour and earned’ quite a 


number of tips in consequence. 
Loder and Coker and Bolsover 
were not quite so gracious. Wo 
noticed thom gnashing  thoir 


teeth and tonring their hair and 
making violent protests, of 
which, naturally, not a word 
was heard in tho pandemonium. 


WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? 


Dicky No; 


Mh cbeekicat tag af Grepirars, that Nature’ is forcing 
and gets probably more cuffs in shave every day. (Belle 
© term than all the rest of the not D 


tags put together | 


-. | were found to be two ent jpris- 


‘Tho most exciting everiet tho 
evening occurred whe two 
men jumped out of o ridow 
on ‘ground floor i the 
Houso at tho vary momes shen 
& eot-picce, srranged stido, 
was, being started: Taq got 
tanglod up in tho "* woris'*just 
‘a9 tho picco lit up, ani their 
torrifie struggles to get roy 
it caused tremaous 
excitemont. On freeing tvemn- 
solvos, thoy mado a dui for 
tho gatos, but a crowd d at 
least a hundred followel them 
‘nd rounded them up. They 


from 


ing burglars who had scial the 
‘opportunity of a dosertediouse 
to help thomeolves to dl tho 
sparo cash thoy coulé find. 
Sourtficl took 





@ night thi w 
certainly live in our 

for many a long day 
to bed, said ho, hanzx 
trousors over the gas tack 
and tripping over the fader. 


FIREWORIS 


Buntor thought that 
Rain." meant the suc 
big tipe he gots from 
relations t 

















ously, he innocently istired 
whother ho had just leard 
somebody drop a b« of 
matohes ! 





for tho Fifth Form. 





COKER INSPIRES “FAMOUS” 


Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull 
walked into Coker’s study in tho 
Fifth Form quarters 
Coker promptly pointed 

and euid ; 


{0 tho doo 





leman waiting outside to see 
fo gives the namo of Franken- 


an important visitor. 


int” 


glance that the 


artist—or, at lcest, 
He wore # 
beard, a velvet coat, and a bi 
ray, and that was goo 
. | enough for Coker. 


to Coker. 


bow, any 


S 


CULPTOR 





Result Surprises Him 


Tho 
apers are talking 





the 

















thor 








mo, and 


the 








famous 





then 












protruding jaw is consid 
ul Coker looked bea 






ave found anyone at 


ly a matter of 
Mr. Franken- 
have somo putty with 
T just take a rough cast 
of your face and hands, I can do 


in my studio 








when he bade his guest good-bye 
. on the School House steps. 


“In two day 
November the Fift 
artist’s reply, and ‘Coker 

€ | content. 


Sixth 


part in 


from 








was 


you 





colebrating tho Fifth?" he] 
demanded. 
Carne 


never thrilled at 


“FIREWORKS AN 
AWFUL BORE!” 





—Says Bored Sixth-Former 


Hearing that Carno of tho| 
didn't, in 


door?” sighed Carne, “I 
haven't the faintest interes 
in flreworks—in fact, I don't 
leven know what a firework's 


tikke."” 


to take 
the firework colobra- 













Fane 
ifth t What do 
Is it 





you 
\one’al 














if ropre- 
Mean to 

















;|from his pocket, 
on_the fire, and 

Several violent 
rang out as he fl 
posrede.,_ ‘They. were followed 
ya sories of wild whoops 























“Honoured to meet you, Mr, soaring flight of an land yella from 
Frankenstein, I'm sure,” ' said | of revellers round the quad. ‘d rocket—at the——"| Apparently 
Coker. "If you've come to pick | their midst was a “ guy " but would youSixth-Former su 
up a fow tips about art from mo, |face and hands, though violently in’ what you're| getting a decided 
T shall be quite happy to oblige |exaggerated, bore a _ striking other sido of thatlof fireworks t 


you. 





A thousand thanks, but that 
{is not the object of my. visit 


smiled Mr, Frankenstein. 


to find a perfect specimen of 








“Tecame 
‘off his beard 





Can it bo that he hasslsint | youthful physical beauty to use as 
idea of tho idontity « tho} a modo) for a picce of sculpture, | on the steps. 
gentleman who formd the| In you, I think I have found what I 
subject of tho Fifth Formpty ?| want.” 

It can bo—and if you sour] “Oh, I eee. Well, of course, it’s 


opinion it jolly well is! 





and reveal th. 


face of « Removite. be 


resemblance to those of Coker, 
When Coker saw it, he had to cateh 
1d of o balustrade for su 
When he saw “ Frankenstein 


Everybody who saw it declared 
it to be the finest and moat 
“guy” ever seen at Greyfriars, 











rt, 





sehoo!mi 
took I" 





© downright certainty that ‘you! But Coker wasn’t a bit satisfied, 


13_the rellor 
Bie So: Saale: bas spre oerenat socntirs aoe terme ie Higtelifians 
oe and is an exper crowd of slackers linto 9 

me on skis ‘fighting force | 


GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE 





cA 
tace—by rolling home. 
the Sack Race | 


Tt was back, 


Bunter recently won a Johnny Bab, 


is 





YOU WAIT: 





HOW THIS TO COKER 


ear that Miss Rosie Looke, the Hoad's daughters 

ed and yawned noticoably-at her father's tea party 

Coker was airing hia views. 

‘ich inspires Bob Cherry to remark: “Sho waa only a 
aster's daughter, but she gave him a black, bored 





=DICKY NUGENT’S 
WEEKLY WISDOM 







































































Donalty-kick | 


the Remove 
ead shot with a 


Hop Hi made us all larf like any- 
thing this morning by tying firewo: 
to our Form master’s gown and setting 
em alite when he left us. 

There's no telling how far they'll 
go when the Chinese “‘ cracker ” joak t 


PASSING THOUGHT 
Temple of the Fourth imagines that ho’a 
always at the top of the tree, But mosb 
of the time he seems to bo merely uy 
the pole { 








tulle 


